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(continuation) 



226. A good sign by Mary of Magdala. 

Death of the Old Israel. 

22 nd July 1945. 

1 Jesus in the company of the Zealot arrives at Lazarus’ gar 
den on a beautiful summer morning. It is still dawn and thus 
everything is cool and smiling. 

The gardener, who has come to receive the Master, points out 
to Him the hem of a white tunic disappearing behind a hedge 
and says: «Lazarus is going to the jasmin pergolas and has taken 
some rolls to read. I will call him. » 

«No, I will go, by Myself. » 

Jesus walks fast along a path bordered with hedges in bloom. 
The grass close to the hedges deadens the noise of His steps and 
Jesus endeavours to walk on it, to reach Lazarus unexpectedly. 

He in fact surprises him, while standing, after laying the rolls 
on a marble table, he is praying in a loud voice: «Do not disap 
point me, my Lord. Help me to grow the ray of hope which has 
begun to shine in my heart. Grant me what I have asked You for 
thousands of times with my tears, what I have asked for by my 
actions, by forgiving, by my wholeself. Give me it in exchange for 
my life. Grant me it in the name of Your Jesus, Who has promised 
me that peace. Can He possibly tell lies? Must I think that His 
promise was nothing but vain words? That His power is inferior 
to the sinful abyss which my sister is? Tell me, my Lord, that I 
may resign myself for Your sake... » 

Wes, I tell you! » says Jesus. 

Lazarus turns around startled and cries: «Oh! my Lord. 
When did You arrive? » and he bends to kiss Jesus’ tunic. 

«Only a few minutes ago. » 

«A11 alone? » 

«With Simon Zealot. But I came here alone. I know that You 
have a great thing to tell Me. So tell Me. » 

II 



226. 1 




«No. Answer first the questions which I ask God. According 
to Your answer, I will tell You. » 

«Tell Me, do tell Me, your great thing. You can tell Me... » and 
Jesus smiles stretching out His arms invitingly. 

«Most High God! It is true? So You know that it is true?! » and 
Lazarus goes towards Jesus’ arms to confide his great thing. 

2 «Mary asked Martha to go to Magdala. And Martha left full 
of anxiety as she feared some misfortune... And I was left here, 
with the same fear. But through the servant who accompanied 
her there, Martha has sent me a letter, which has filled me with 
hope. Look, I have it here, on my heart. I keep it here, because it 
is more valuable to me than a treasure. It is very short, only a few 
words, but I read them now and again, to make sure that they 
have really been written. Look... » and Lazarus takes from un 
der his tunic a small roll tied with a violet ribbon and unfolds it. 
«See? Read it, read it. In a loud voice. If You read it, it will sound 
more certain to me. » 

«“Lazarus, my brother. Peace and blessing to you. I arrived in 
a short time safe and sound. And my heart has no longer throbbed 
with fear of fresh misfortunes, because I saw that Mary, our 
Mary, is all right and... shall I tell you? She looks less disturbed 
than previously. She wept on my heart. She wept bitterly... And 
then, during the night, in the room where she had taken me, she 
asked me many things about the Master. That is all for the time 
being. But since I see Mary’s face and I hear her words, I can say 
that hope has been raised in my heart. Pray, my dear brother, and 
hope. Oh! If it were true! I will be staying here a little longer be 
cause I feel that she wants me to be close to her, as if she wished 
to be defended from temptations. And that she wants to learn... 
What? What we already know. Jesus’ infinite bounty. I told her 
about that woman who came to Bethany... I see that she is pen 
sive, very pensive indeed... Jesus ought to be here. Pray and hope. 
The Lord be with you”. » Jesus folds the roll and hands it back. 
«Master... » 

«I will go. Is it possible for you to tell Marthe to come and 
meet Me at Capernaum in a fortnight’s time, at the most? » 

«Yes, I can do that. And what about me? » 

«You will stay here. I will send Martha here as well. » 

«Why? » 
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«Because redemptions are deeply modest. And nothing caus 
es more shame than the eye of a parent or of a brother. I also say 
to you: “Pray, pray, pray”. » 

Lazarus weeps on Jesus’ chest... Then, when he recovers, he 
tells of his anxiety, of his depression... «For almost a year I have 
been hoping... and despairing... How long is the time taken by 
resurrection!... » he exclaims. 

3 Jesus lets him speak... until Lazarus realises he is failing in 
his duty of a host and he stands up to take Jesus into the house. 
To do so they pass near a thick jasmin hedge in full bloom, on the 
star-shaped corollas of which, golden bees are humming. 

«Ah! I was forgetting to tell You... The old patriarch You sent 
me, has gone back to Abraham’s bosom. Maximinus found him 
here, with his head leaning against this hedge, as if he had fallen 
asleep near the beehives which he looked after as if they were 
houses full of golden children. That is what he used to call the 
bees. He seemed to understand them and to be understood by 
them. And on the patriarch sleeping in the peace of a clear con 
science, when Maximinus found him, there was a precious veil of 
little golden bodies. The bees were lying on their friend. He was 
so good that he probably tasted of honey... And he was so hon 
est that he was probably like an uncontaminated corolla for the 
bees... It grieved me. I would have liked to have him longer in my 
house. He was a just man... » 

«Do not mourn his death. He is in peace, and from his peace 
he prays for you, who made his last days happy. Where is he bur 
ied? » 

«At the end of the orchard. Still close to his beehives. Come 
and I will show You... » 

And they go through a laurel grove towards the actively buzz 
ing beehives. 



227. An uncompleted event. 

23 rd July, at 8 o’clock. 

227 1 

d It is a very pale Judas who comes off the wagon with Our 
Lady and the women disciples, that is, the Maries, Johanna and 
Eliza... 
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... and thanks to the confusion I had in the house this morn 
ing I was not able to write while I was seeing, therefore, as it is 
now 6 o’clock p. m., I can only say that I understood and heard 
that Judas, now convalescent, is going back to Jesus, Who is at 
Gethsemane with Mary, Who cured him and with Johanna, who 
insists that the women and the convalescent should go back to 
Galilee in the wagon. And Jesus agrees and makes the boy get on 
it with them. Johanna instead is staying for a few days in Jeru 
salem with Eliza, then Eliza will go to Bethzur and Johanna to 
Bether. 

I remember that Eliza said: <1 have now the courage to go 
back there, because my life is no longer aimless. I will get my 
friends to love You. » And I remember that Johanna added: «And 
I will do that in my estate, while Chuza leaves me here. It will be 
serving You, although I would prefer to follow You. » 

I also remember that Judas said he never felt the desire for his 
mother, not even in the worst hours of his disease, because «Your 
Mother was a real mother to me, She was kind and loving and I 
will never forget it» he said. 

The rest of the words are confused, so I will not repeat them, 
because they would be my words and not those spoken by the 
people of the vision*. 

[...]• 



228. In the boat to Bethsaida, where 
Marjiam is entrusted to Porphirea. 

24 th July 1945. 

1 Jesus is on the lake of Galilee with His disciples. All the dis 
ciples are with Him, including Judas, who has completely recov 
ered and whose countenance has become more gentle after his 
illness and the attention he has received. There is also Marjiam, 
who is rather frightened as it is his first time out on the lake. 
He does not want it to be seen, but every time the boat pitches 
more vigorously, he clings with one arm to the neck of the sheep, 

* vision, on the handwritten copy by MV : This should be removed so as not to dis 
turb those who do not want revelations... or to be left if the decision is ever made 
for the work to be printed in its true integrity... 
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which shares his fear bleating pitifully, and with the other arm 
he grasps whatever he can, the mast, a bench, an oar, Peter’s leg, 
or Andrew’s, or the legs of the servants who move backwards 
and forwards manoeuvring the boat, and he closes his eyes, fear 
ing perhaps that his last hour has come. 

Pinching the boy’s cheek, Peter now and again says to him: 

«You are not afraid, eh? A disciple must never be afraid... » The 
boy shakes his head in denial, but as both the wind and the lake 
are rising while they approach the mouth of the river, where the 
Jordan flows into the lake, he closes his eyes tighter and more 
frequently and at last - when the boat heels over, when struck on 
one side by a wave - he lets out a scream of terror. 

Some of the apostles laugh and some tease Peter remarking 
that he has become the father of a bad sailor, and some make 
fun of Marjiam who always says that he wants to go by sea and 
by land preaching Jesus, and then is afraid of sailing a few ca 
bles’ lengths on the lake. But Marjiam defends himself saying: 
«Every man is afraid of what he does not know. I of water, Judas 
of death... » 

2 I thus realise that Judas must have been afraid of dying and 
I am surprised that he does not react to the boy’s remark. On the 
contrary he says: «You are right. Everyone is afraid of what one 
does not know. But we are about to arrive at Bethsaida, which is 
only a short distance away. And you are sure that you will find 
love there. I also would like to be at a short distance from the 
House of the Father and be sure of finding love there! » He says 
so with a tired, sad expression. 

«Do you not trust God? » asks Andrew who is obviously 
amazed. 

«No, I mistrust myself. During the days of my illness, when 
I was surrounded by so many pure good women, I felt so back 
ward spiritually! How much I meditated! I would say to myself: 

“If they still work to improve themselves and earn Heaven, what 
must I do? ” Because they feel that they are still sinners, whereas 
I thought that they were already saints. And what about me?... 

Will I ever succeed, Master? » 

«With goodwill, one can do everything. » 

«But my will is very unreliable. » 

«The help of God will make up for what is missing. Your pro- 



228 2 
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sent humbleness is a result of your illness. You can thus see that 
God, through a painful incident, has provided for you something 
that you did not have. » 

«That is true, Master. But those women! What perfect dis 
ciples they are! I am not speaking of Your Mother. We all know 
about Her. I mean the others. Oh! They have really surpassed 
us! I was one of their first tests for their future ministry. But, 
believe me, Master, You may rely entirely on them. Eliza and I 
were looked after by them, and she has gone back to Bethzur 
with a completely changed soul and mentality and I... I hope to 
change, too, now that they have worked on me... » Judas, who is 
still physically not too strong, begins to weep. Jesus, Who is sit 
ting beside him, lays His hand on his head, nodding to the others 
to be silent. Peter and Andrew are busy in the last landing ma 
noeuvres and are silent: the Zealot, Matthew, Philip and Mar 
jiam are certainly not anxious to speak, either because they are 
anxiously waiting to land, or because they are wise enough not 
to make any remark. 

3 The boat sails up the Jordan and shortly afterwards grounds 
on the gravel bed. While the servants land to fasten the boat 
anchoring it to a large stone by means of a rope, and to place a 
board as a landing-wharf and Peter and Andrew put on their 
long garments, the other boat makes the same manoeuvre and 
the other apostles land. Also Jesus and Judas step ashore while 
Peter puts a little tunic on the boy and tidies him up in order to 
present him in a decent state to his wife. They have all now dis 
embarked, including the sheep. 

«And now let us go» says Peter. He is really excited. He takes 
the boy by the hand. Also Marjiam is deeply moved, and in fact 
he forgets the sheep and John takes care of them. In a sudden fit 
of fear Marjiam asks: «But will she be wanting me? And will she 
really love me? » 

Peter reassures him, but perhaps he is affected by the same 
fear and he says to Jesus: «Master, will You tell Porphirea? I 
don’t think I could explain the situation to her properly. » 

Jesus smiles and promises that He will see to it. 

4 They soon arrive at the house following the river bank. 
Through the open door they can hear Porphirea doing her house 
work. 
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«Peace be with you! » says Jesus looking in at the kitchen door 
where the woman is tidying up her kitchenware. 

«Master! Simon! » The woman runs and lays herself at the 
feet of Jesus and then at those of Peter. She then stands up, and 
while her face, which, if not beautiful, is certainly most amiable, 
blushes, she says: <1 have been longing so much to see you! Are 
you all well? Come in! You must be tired... » 

«No. We are coming from Nazareth, where we stayed for a 
few days and we stopped also at Cana. The boats were at Tibe 
rias. You can see that we are not tired. We had a boy with us and 
Judas of Simon was rather weak after being ill. » 

«A boy? Such a young disciple? » 

«An orphan we picked up on our way. » 

«Oh! dear! Come here, my darling, let me kiss you! » 

The boy, who was timidly half hidden behind Jesus, allows 
the woman, who has knelt down to his height, to embrace and 
kiss him, and he shows no reluctance. 

«Are You going to take him with You all the time, while he is 
so young? He will become tired... » The woman is so pitiful. She 
clasps the boy in her arms and holds her cheek against his. 

«Actually I was thinking of something else. I was planning 
to entrust him to one of the women disciples, when we go away 
from Galilee from the lake area... » 

«And not to me, my Lord? I never had any children of my own. 

But I have had many nephews and I know how to deal with chil 
dren. I am the disciple who is not good at speaking, who is not so 
healthy as to be able to follow You, as the other women disciples 
do... oh! You know! I may also be cowardly, If You think so. But 
You know how I am tied up. Did I say: “tied up”? I am tied with 
two ropes each pulling me in opposite directions and I do not 
have the courage to cut off either one or the other... Let me be 
of some little service to You, by being the mother disciple of this 
boy. I will teach him what the others teach many other people... 

To love You... » 

5 Jesus lays His hand on her head and smiling says: «The boy 228 - 5 
was brought here because I knew he would find a mother and a 
father here. Here! Let us make up the family. » And Jesus puts 
Marjiam’s hands into those of Peter, whose eyes are shining with 
tears, and those of Porphirea. «And bring this innocent boy up 
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in a holy manner. » 

Peter, of course, already knew, and he only wipes off a tear 
with the back of his hand. But his wife, who was not expecting 
so much, is left in mute amazement for a few moments. She then 
kneels down again saying: «Oh! My Lord. You took away my 
husband and left me almost a widow. Now You are giving me a 
son. You are giving back all the roses to my life, not only the ones 
You took, but also the ones I never had. May You be blessed! This 
boy will be dearer to me than if he had been the fruit of my own 
womb. Because he comes to me from You. » And she kisses Jesus’ 
tunic and the boy and takes him on her lap... She is happy... 

«Let us leave her to her love effusions* says Jesus. You may 
remain as well, Simon. We are going to town to preach. We shall 
come back late this evening and ask you for food and a place to 
rest. » 

And Jesus goes out with His disciples leaving the three in 
peace... 

John says: «My Lord, Simon is happy today! » 

«Do you want a child as well? » 

«No. I would like a pair of wings to fly up to the gates of Heav 
en and learn the language of the Light, to repeat it to men» and 
he smiles. 

They settle the sheep at the end of the orchard, near the large 
room where the nets are stored, they give them some leaves, grass 
and water of the well, and then go towards the town centre. 



229. Preaching to the citizens of Bethsaida 
on the act of goodwill by Simon Peter. 

25 th July 1945. 

1 Jesus is speaking in Philip’s house. Many people have gath 
ered before it and Jesus is standing on the threshold which is 
built on two high steps. 

The news of Peter’s adopted son, who has come with the min 
iature fortune of three little sheep, seeking the great wealth of a 
family, has spread like a drop of oil on a piece of cloth. They all 
speak about it, whispering comments, which correspond to their 
different ways of thinking. 
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Those who are sincere friends of Simon and Porphirea, are 
glad to see them happy. Those who are malevolent say: «To make 
her accept him, he had to give the boy a dowry. » Good people 
say: «We shall all love this little boy: whom Jesus loves. » Ill-dis 
posed people state: «Simon’s generosity? Never on your life! He 
must have made a profit, otherwise!... » 

Other greedy people comment: «I would have done that, too, 
if I had been given a boy with some sheep. Three sheep, do you 
realise that? A little flock. And they are beautiful! Supplies of 
milk and wool are guaranteed, and then they will have lambs to 
sell or to keep! It’s a wealth! And the boy can serve and work... » 

Others contradict them all: «Oh! What a shame! Expect pay 
ment for a good deed? Simon certainly never thought of that. As 
a fisherman with a modest income, we have always known him 
to be generous to the poor and particularly to children. It is only 
fair, now that he no longer earns anything by fishing and that 
his family is growing, that he should make a little profit in some 
other way. » 

229 2 

2 While they are all making their comments, putting into LLJ ‘ L 
words the good or the evil hidden in their hearts, Jesus is listen 
ing and speaking to a man of Capernaum*, who has come to see 
Him and tell Him to go as soon as possible, because the daughter 
of the head of the synagogue is dying and also because a lady has 
been going there for some days, in the company of a handmaid, 
looking for Him. Jesus promises to go the following morning. His 
decision grieves the people of Bethsaida, who would like to have 
Him in their town for a few more days. 

«There are other people who need Me more than you do. So 
let Me go. In any case, I shall be in Galilee during the summer 
months and I will be in Capernaum very often. So it will be easy 
for us to meet. A father and mother are in anguish and it is chari 
ty to help them. You approve of Simon’s kindness towards the or 
phan. At least the good ones among you do. But only the opinions 
of good people are of value. You should not listen to the opinions 
of those who are not good, because they are always tinged with 

* a man of Capernaum, he is the one who gave him hospitality in Capernaum, as 

pointed out in the correction made by MV on a handwritten copy. He is Thomas 
(named this way in 231. 1 - 237. 5 - 355. 1 - 446. 2) intimate in the family of Jesus 
(as seen in 47. 10 and 48. 7) with a wife but no children (as will be seen in 449. 4). 

His house in Capernaum was considered the home of Jesus, as in Matthew 4, 13. 
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poison and falsehood. So, since you are good, you must approve 
of My goodness in going to comfort a father and a mother. And 
do not allow your approval to be fruitless, but let it urge you to 
active imitation. 

3 The pages of the Scriptures tell us how much good can come 
from a good action. Let us remember Tobit. He deserved that an 
angel should protect his son Tobias and should teach him how 
to give sight back to his father. But how many charitable deeds 
just Tobit had performed without any thought of personal prof 
it, notwithstanding the reproaches of his wife and the dangers 
to his life! And remember the words* * * * of the archangel: “Prayer 
and fasting were good things and almsgiving is worth more than 
mountains of gold treasures, because almsgiving saves from 
death, purges every kind of sin, makes people find mercy and 
eternal life... When you were praying and shedding tears and 
burying the dead... I offered your prayers to the Lord”. I solemn 
ly tell you that My Simon will exceed by far the virtues of old 
Tobit. He will remain as the guardian of your souls in My Life, 
after I have gone. He is now beginning his paternity of a soul, so 
that tomorrow he will be the holy father of all the souls faithful 
to Me. 

Therefore do not complain. But if one day you should find on 
your way an orphan, like a bird fallen out of its nest, pick him 
up. It is not the mouthful of food shared with an orphan that im 
poverishes the table of the true sons. On the contrary it brings 
the blessing of God to that house. Do that because God is the 
father of orphans and He presents them to you Himself, so that 
you may help them by rebuilding for them the nest destroyed by 
death. And do that because it is prescribed by the Law given by 
God to Moses**, who is our Legislator, just because while he was 
a defenceless baby, in a hostile land of idols, he found a merci 
ful heart that knelt down to save him from death, rescuing him 
from the river, freeing him from persecutions, because God had 
destined that Israel should one day have her liberator. An act of 
compassion thus obtained for Israel her leader. The repercus 
sions of a good deed are like sound-waves, which spread very far 
from the spot of emission, or, if you prefer so, they are like gusts 

* words, in: Tobit 12, 8-12. 

* Moses, whose birth and infancy are discussed in: Exodus 2, 1-10. 
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of wind, which carry far away the seed blown from fertile soil. 

You may go now. Peace be with you. » 

4 Jesus then says: 

«You will put here the vision of the resurrection of Jairus’ 
daughter, which you had on the 11th of March 1944. » 



230. Healing of the woman with a haemorrhage 
and resurrection of the daughter of Giairo. 

11 th March 1944. 

230 1 

’This vision appears when I am praying, and I am tired and 
vexed and thus in the worst condition to think about my things. 

But physical and mental tiredness and vexation vanished as soon 
as my Jesus appeared and I write. 

Jesus is walking on a sunny dusty road that runs along the 
lake shore. He is making His way towards the village and is sur 
rounded by a large crowd, which was certainly waiting for Him. 

The people throng around Him notwithstanding the fact that 
the apostles push with their arms and shoulders to make way for 
Him and raise their voices to persuade the crowd to make room. 

But Jesus is not upset by so much confusion. As He is taller 
by a head than those around Him, He looks and smiles kindly 
at the crowds pressing around Him. He replies to their greet 
ings, He caresses a few boys who succeed in creeping through 
the hedge of adults and thus get close to Him. He lays His hand 
on the heads of babies raised by their mothers above those who 
are nearer Jesus, so that He may touch them. And He continues 
to walk, slowly, patiently, in the midst of the shouting and con 
tinual pressure that would annoy any other person. 

210 2 

2 A man shouts: «Make way, make way. » It is a panting voice 
and he must be known to many as it is obviously the voice of 
an influential person, because the crowd opens out, albeit with 
some difficulty, such is the crush, to let a man of about fifty years 
old pass. He is wearing a long loose garment and round his head 
he has a kind of white handkerchief, two flaps of which hang 
down along his cheeks and neck. 

When he arrives before Jesus, he lays himself at His feet and 




says: «0h! Master, why have You been away so long? My lit 
tie girl is so ill. No one can cure her. You alone are her mother’s 
hope and mine. Come, Master. I have been waiting for You with 
immense anxiety. Please come at once. My only daughter is dy 
ing... » and he weeps. 

Jesus lays His hand on the head of the weeping man, who is 
bent and shaking with sobs, and replies to him: «Do not weep. 
Have faith. Your daughter will live. Let us go to her. Stand up. 
Let us go! » His final words sound like a command. Before He 
was the Comforter, now it is the Dominator who is speaking. 

They set out. Jesus is walking beside the weeping father and 
is holding him by the hand. And when the poor man is convulsed 
with deeper sobs, I see Jesus look at him and press his hand hard 
er. He does not do anything else, but how much strength must 
flow into a soul that is dealt with thus by Jesus! 

Previously James was where the father is now. But Jesus made 
him move to make room for the father. Peter is on the other side. 
John is beside Peter and they are both endeavouring to stem the 
crowds, as James and the Iscariot are doing on the other side, be 
side the weeping father. Some of the other apostles are in front, 
some behind Jesus. But it is an impossible task! Particularly the 
three who are behind, among whom I see Matthew, cannot hold 
back the living wall. But when they grumble too much or they al 
most insult the pushing crowds, Jesus looks back and says kind 
ly: «Leave My little ones alone!... » 

3 However, at a certain moment He turns around with an 
abrupt movement letting go of the father’s hand and He stops. 
Not only His head has turned around, but His whole body. He 
looks taller, because He has taken a kingly attitude. With a se 
vere inquisitive countenance He scans the crowd. His eyes are 
flashing, not harshly, but majestically: «Who touched Me? » He 
asks. 

Nobody replies. 

«Who touched Me, I repeat» insists Jesus. 

«Master» reply the disciples «Do You not see how the crowds 
are pressing around You on all sides? They are all touching You, 
notwithstanding our efforts. » 

Jesus, while speaking, looks three or four times at a little 
woman, about forty years old, very poorly dressed and emaciat 
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ed, who endeavours to disappear in the crowds and vanish com 
pletely. His eyes must be burning her. She realises that she can 
not escape, she comes back and throws herself at His feet, almost 
touching the dust of the road with her face, while her arms are 
stretched out not daring to touch Jesus. 

«Forgive me! It was I. I was ill. I have been ill for twelve 
years! I was shunned by everybody. My husband deserted me. 

I spent everything I had so that I might not be considered a dis 
grace, and I might be able to live like everybody else. But no one 
was able to cure me. See, Master? I am old before my time. My 
strength has flown out of me with my incurable haemorrhage 
and my peace went with it. They told me that You are good. I was 
told by one whom You cured of leprosy and who, having been 
shunned himself for many years, did not loathe me. I did not dare 
to tell You before. Forgive me! I thought that if I only touched 
You, I would be cured. But I did not make You unclean*. I hardly 
touched the hem of Your tunic, the hem that trails on the ground, 
on the dirt of the road... I am dirt myself... But now I am cured, 
may You be blessed! The moment I touched Your tunic, my ail 
ment came to an end. I am like all other women. I will no longer 
be avoided by everybody. My husband, my children and relatives 
will be able to stay with me and I will be able to caress them. I 
shall be useful in my house. Thank You, Jesus, my good Master. 
May You be blessed forever! » 

Jesus looks at her with infinite kindness. He smiles and says: 
«Go in peace, My daughter. Your faith has restored you to health. 
Be free from your ailment forever. Be good and happy. Go. » 

4 While He is still speaking a man arrives. I think he is a serv 
ant, and he addresses the father who has been waiting all the 
time, respectfully but anxiously, as if he were on tenterhooks. 
«Your daughter is dead. It is quite useless to bother the Master. 
Her soul departed and the women are already mourning her. Her 
mother has sent me to tell you and she asks you to come at once. » 

The poor father utters a deep groan. He hides his face in his 
hands, pressing his forehead and eyes and bending his head as if 
he had been struck. 

As Jesus is intent on listening and answering the woman, 
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* I did not make You unclean, for the prescription of Leviticus 15, 19. 25. 
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one would think that He has seen and heard nothing, instead 
He turns around and laying His hand on the bent shoulders of 
the poor father, He says: «Man, I told you: “Have faith”. I repeat: 
“Have faith. Do not be afraid. Your girl will live. Let us go to 
her. » And He sets out, holding the dejected man close to Himself. 

The crowds, seeing so much grief and being deeply affected 
by the recent miracle, are frightened and stop, they then part 
allowing Jesus and His disciples to walk fast, and they follow 
in the wake of the passing Grace. They walk thus for about one 
hundred yards, perhaps more - I am not good at estimating - 
proceeding towards the centre of the town. 

5 People are crammed in front of a respectable house, com 
menting in loud shrill voices on the event and replying to loud 
er screams coming from the house through the wide open door. 
They are trilled piercing screams, apparently uttered monoto 
nously by the shriller voice of a soloist, to whom a group of thin 
voices replies first and then is followed by another group of full 
voices. There is enough uproar to cause even healthy people to 
die. 

Jesus orders His disciples to stop at the door, and He tells 
Peter, John and James to follow Him. He enters the house with 
them, holding the weeping father by the arm all the time. By 
holding him thus, He seems to be wishing to instil into him 
the certainty that He is there to make him happy. The women 
mourners (I would call them howlers), when they see the land 
lord and the Master, double their screams. They clap their hands, 
beat tambourines, strike triangles to accompany their lamenta 
tions. 

«Be quiet» says Jesus. «There is no need to weep. The girl is 
not dead. She is sleeping. » 

The women shout louder, some roll on the floor, some scratch 
themselves, and tear their hair (or they pretend to do so), to prove 
that she is really dead. The musicians and friends of the family 
shake their heads at Jesus’ illusion. They think that He is de 
ceived. But He repeats: «Be silent! » so energetically that the tur 
moil, while not ceasing completely, becomes a whisper. And He 
passes by. 

6 He goes into a little room. A dead girl is lying on a bed. She is 
thin, very pale, has already been dressed and her dark hair has 
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already been put in order. Her mother is weeping on the right 
hand side of the bed and kisses the waxen little hand of the dead 
girl. Jesus... how handsome He is now! I have seldom seen Him 
thus! He approaches the bed solicitously. He seems to be sliding 
or flying across the floor, so fast He approaches the little bed. 

The three apostles stand with their backs to the door, which they 
have closed in the faces of curious onlookers. The father is stand 
ing at the foot of the bed. 

Jesus goes to the left hand side and with His left hand. He 
takes the lifeless left hand of the girl. Yes, I saw Him well. It is 
the left hand, both of Jesus and of the girl. He raises His right 
arm with an open palm, to the height of His shoulder and then 
lowers it in the attitude of one who swears or gives an order. He 
says: «Little girl, I tell you: Get up! » 

There is a moment when everybody is in suspense, except Je 
sus and the girl. The apostles stretch their necks to see better. 

The father and mother look at their child with eyes full of deep 
sorrow. After a moment a sigh raises the breast of the girl. A 
light hue tinges her waxen face and its deathly pallor fades away. 

The hint of a smile appears on her lips before her eyes open, as 
if she were having a beautiful dream. Jesus is still holding her 
hand. She gently opens her eyes and looks around as if she were 
awaking. She first sees the face of Jesus, Who is looking at her 
with His most beautiful eyes and smiling kindly to encourage 
her, and she smiles at Him. 

«Get up» repeats Jesus. And He pushes aside with His hand 
the funeral ornaments spread on the bed and around it (flow 
ers, veils etc. etc. ) and helps her to get up and take her first steps, 
holding her by the hand. 

«Give her something to eat, now» He commands. «She is 
cured. God has given her back to you. Thank Him for that. And 
do not tell anybody what happened. You know what happened 
to her. You believed and your faith deserved a miracle. The oth 
ers did not have faith. It is quite useless to endeavour to convince 
them. God does not show Himself to those who deny a miracle. 

And you, My little girl, be good. Goodbye! Peace to this house. » 

And He goes out closing the door behind Him. 

The vision ends. 

7 I will tell you that the two points of it which made me joyful 230 7 
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are those in which Jesus looks among the crowd for the person 
that touched Him and above all when standing near the dead lit 
tie girl He takes her by the hand and tells her to get up. Peace and 
assurance have come into me. It is impossible for One as Merciful 
and Powerful as He is, not to have mercy on us and not defeat the 
Evil that kills us. 

Jesus for the time being makes no comment, neither does He 
say anything about the other things. He sees that I am almost 
dead but does not consider that it is the case that I should feel 
better this evening. Let it be done as He wishes. I am already 
happy enough to have His vision. 



231. In Capernaum Martha speaks with Jesus 
about the crisis that torments Mary of Magdala. 

27 th July 1945. 

'Jesus, hot and covered with dust, goes back to the house in 
Capernaum with Peter and John. 

He has just entered the kitchen garden and is going towards 
the kitchen, when the landlord calls Him familiarly saying: «Je 
sus, that lady of whom I spoke to You at Bethsaida, has come 
again looking for You. I told her to wait and I took her to the 
room upstairs. » 

«Thank you, Thomas. I will go to her at once. If the others 
come tell them to wait hero And Jesus goes upstairs immedi 
ately, without even taking off His mantle. 

On the terrace at the top of the staircase there is Marcella, 
Martha’s, maid. She is standing there alone. «Oh! Master. My 
mistress is inside. She has been waiting for You for so many 
days» says the woman kneeling down to worship Jesus. 

«I rather thought that. I will go to her at once. May God bless 
you, Marcella. » 

Jesus lifts the curtain protecting the room from the exces 
sively bright sunshine, for although the sun is now setting, it is 
still very warm and the white houses in Capernaum seem to be 
ablaze in the red glare of a huge brazier. In the room, sitting near 
the window is Martha, wrapped in a mantle and covered with 
a veil. She is perhaps contemplating the part of the lake where 
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a woody hill protrudes into the water forming a promontory 
Perhaps she is only contemplating her own thoughts. She is cer 
tainly absorbed in thought and in fact she does not hear the light 
shuffling of the feet of Jesus who is walking towards her. And 
she startles when He calls her. 

«Oh! Master! » she exclaims. And she falls on her knees, with 
outstretched arms, as if she were imploring help and then she 
bends so low as to touch the floor with her forehead, and she 
bursts into tears. 

231 2 

2 «What is the matter? Stand up. Why are you weeping so bit 
terly? Have you some misfortune to tell Me? You have? What is 
it? Do you know that I was at Bethany? You do? And I was told 
that there was good news. But now you are weeping... What hap 
pened? » and He forces her to stand up and makes her sit on a 
bench against the wall, while He sits in front of her. «Now, take 
off your veil and mantle, as I am doing. You must be suffocating 
under them. And I want to see the face of My dear Martha, who 
is so upset, so that I may disperse all the clouds perturbing it. » 

Martha obeys, still weeping, and her flushed face and swollen 
eyes can now be seen. 

«Well? I will help you. Mary sent for you. She wept very much, 
she wanted to know many things about Me, and you thought that 
that was a good sign, so much so that you wanted Me to come to 
complete the miracle. And I have come. And now?... » 

«Now, nothing, Master! I was mistaken. Too keen a desire 
makes one see what does not exist... I made You come for noth 
ing... Mary is worse than before... No! What am I saying? I am 
calumniating her, I am telling lies. She is not worse, because she 
does not want any more men around her. She is different, but 
still so bad. She seems to be mad... I no longer understand her... 

At least before I understood her. But now! Who can understand 
her? » and Martha weeps desolately. 

«Now, calm down and tell Me what she does. Why is she bad? 

So, she does not want any more men around her. So I suppose 
that she leads a retired life at home. Is that so? It is? Good. That 
is very good. The fact that she wanted you to stay with her, as 
if she wanted to be defended against temptations - that is what 
you wrote - and the fact that she wanted to avoid temptations by 
shunning guilty acquaintances or what might lead to such rela 
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tionship, are signs of goodwills 

«Do You think so, Master? Do You really think that? » 

«Of course I do. So why do you think that she is bad? 3 Tell Me 
what she does... » 

«Well. » Martha, who is somewhat encouraged by Jesus’ cer 
tainty speaks more calmly. «Well. Since I came here, Mary has 
never left the house or the garden, not even to go out on the lake 
in her boat. And her nurse told me that even before I came, she 
hardly ever went out. Apparently this change began at Passover. 
But before my arrival, some people used to come and see her and 
she did not always refuse to see them. Sometimes she gave in 
structions not to let anybody pass. And it appeared to be a stand 
ing order. But then she would go as far as striking the servants, 
motivated by unjust anger, if upon hearing the voices of visitors, 
she went to the hall and found out that they had already been 
sent away. However, she has not done that again, since I came. 
The first night she said to me, and that is why I was so hopeful: 
«Hold me back, if necessary tie me. But don’t let me go out, don’t 
let me see anybody but you and my nurse. Because I am not well 
and I want to recover. But those who come to me or want me to 
go to them, are like feverish marshes. And they make me grow 
worse. But their appearance is so handsome, so flowery and joy 
ful their fruit is so pleasant looking, that I cannot resist them, 
because I am a poor wretch. Your sister is weak, Martha. And 
some people take advantage of her weakness to make her do foul 
things, to which a part of me does not agree. The only part which 
is still left to me of my poor mother... “ and she wept. And I did 
that. I did it kindly when she was reasonable; but I acted firmly 
when she looked like a wild beast in a cage. She never rebelled 
against me. On the contrary, when the worst moments of tempta 
tion are over, she comes and weeps at my feet, resting her head on 
my lap and she says: “Forgive me, forgive me! ” and if I ask her: 
“For what, sister? You have not grieved me”, she replies: “Be 
cause a little while ago, or yesterday evening, when you said to 
me: ‘You are not going out from here’, I hated and cursed you in 
my heart and I wished you would die”. Is she not to be pitied, my 
Lord? Is she perhaps mad? Has her vices made her mad? I think 
that one of her lovers has given her a philtre to make her a slave 
of his lust and that its poison has gone to her brains... » 
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«No. It is not a question of philtres or madness. It is some 
thing quite different. 4 But go on. » 

«So she is respectful and obedient to me. And she has not ill- 
treated the servants anymore. But after the first evening, she 
has not asked anything else about You. And if I mention You, 
she changes the subject. But she sits for hours and hours on a 
rock where the belvedere is, looking at the lake, until she be 
comes dazzled, and every time a boat sails by she asks me: “Do 
you think it is the boat of the Galilean fishermen? ” She never 
mentions Your Name or the names of the apostles. But I know 
that she thinks of You and of them in Peter’s boat. And I realise 
that she thinks of You because sometimes in the evening, when 
we are walking in the garden or before going to bed, and I am 
doing needlework, while she does nothing, she says to me: “Is 
that how one must live according to the doctrine you follow? ” 
And sometimes she weeps, sometimes she laughs sarcastically, 
like a mad person or a demon. On other, occasions she lets down 
her hair, which is always arranged so artistically, and she makes 
two plaits, she puts on one of my dresses and then she comes to 
me, with her plaits behind her back or in front of her, modest and 
young looking in my high-necked dress, and also because of her 
plaits and countenance and she says to me: “Is that what Mary 
should be like? ” and even then sometimes she weeps kissing her 
wonderful plaits, which are as thick as her arms and reach down 
to her knees, the living gold which was my mother’s pride, at 
times, instead, she laughs in her ghastly way or she says to me: 
“Look, I had rather do this and be done with it” and she ties her 
plaits round her neck and pulls them tight until her face becomes 
purple, as if she wanted to strangle herself. At times she pities or 
ill-treats herself, and that obviously happens when she feels the 
temptations of her flesh more fiercely. I have caught her striking 
her breast and scratching her face savagely or banging her head 
against a wall and when I asked her: “Why are you doing that? ” 
she would look at me with a wild deranged expression saying: 
“To tear myself, my bowels, my head to pieces. Cursed harmful 
things must be destroyed. And I am destroying myself’. And if I 
speak to her of God’s mercy, of You - because I still speak to her 
of You, as if she were the most faithful of Your women disciples, 
and I swear to You that at times I am horrified at mentioning 




Your name in her presence - she replies: “There can be no mercy 
for me. I have gone beyond the limit”. She is then seized by a fit 
of despair and shouts, beating herself till she draws blood: “Why 
have I this monster that tears me to pieces? And it gives me no 
peace. And it leads me to evil deeds by means of sweet singing 
voices, to which it then adds the cursing voices of my father and 
mother, of you and Lazarus, because you and Lazarus curse me, 
too, and Israel curses me and it makes me hear them to drive me 
mad... “ When she says that, I reply to her: “Why are you worried 
about Israel, which is only a people, and you do not think of God? 
But since you trampled on everything without considering what 
you were doing, endeavour now to overcome everything and do 
not worry about worldly things, but care only for God, your fa 
ther and mother. If you change your life, they will not curse you, 
but will stretch their arms out to you... ” And she listens to me, 
pensive, astonished as if I were telling her an unreal story, and 
then she weeps... But does not reply. At times, instead she or 
ders the servants to bring her wines and drugs and she eats and 
drinks those artificial nourishments and explains: “I do that to 
forget”. Now, since she found out that You are here in the lake 
area, every time she sees me come to You, she says: “I will come 
sometime, too” and laughing in that manner which is an insult 
to herself, she concludes: “Thus the eye of God will fall also upon 
manure”. But I do not want her to come. And now, when I want 
to come, I wait until she falls asleep, when she is exhausted with 
being angry, with drinking and weeping... with everything. A1 
so today I ran away like that, so that I can go back at night be 
fore she awakes. That is my life... I no longer hope... » and she re 
sumes weeping more bitterly than previously, as her tears are no 
longer restrained by the effort of speaking calmly. 

231. 5 5«d 0 y OU remember, Martha, what I told you once? “Mary is 

ill”. You did not want to believe it. Now you can see it. You say 
that she is mad. She says herself that she is ill and suffers from a 
sinful fever. I say: she is ill because she is possessed by a demon. 
It is still a disease. And her incoherent behaviour, her fury, her 
tears, her affliction, her longing for Me are stages of her illness, 
which has come to a moment of crisis and has its most violent 
fluctuations. You are doing the right thing in being good to her 
and patient with her. You are right in speaking to her of Me. Do 
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not be disgusted at mentioning My Name in her presence. Poor 
soul of My Mary! Her soul also was created by the Father and it 
is in no way different from all other souls, from yours, from La 
zarus’, from the souls of the apostles and disciples. Her soul also 
was included and foreseen to be amongst the souls for whom I 
became flesh in order to be their Redeemer. In actual fact I have 
come more for her than for you, Lazarus, the apostles and disci 
pies. Poor soul of My Mary, who is suffering so much! Of My poor 
Mary who has been poisoned with seven poisons besides the first 
universal poison! Of My imprisoned Mary! But let her come to 
Me! Let her breathe the air I breathe, let her hear My voice and 
meet My glance!... She calls herself: “Manure”... Oh! My poor 
dear soul in whom the demon of pride is the weakest of the seven 
possessing her! Only because of that she will be saved! » 

6 «And if she should find someone who may lead her astray 
once again, when she comes out? She is afraid of that herself... » 
«And she will always be afraid of that, now that she has gone 
so far as to loathe vice. But be not afraid. When a soul already 
has the desire of coming to Good, and is held back only by the 
diabolic Enemy, who is aware that he is going to lose his prey, 
and by the personal enemy of one’s ego, which reasons in a hu 
man way and judges itself in a human way, ascribing to God 
its own judgement to prevent the soul from controlling the hu 
man ego, then that soul is already strong enough against the at 
tacks of vice and of vicious people. It has found the Polar Star 
and will no longer deviate. And do not say to her again: “You 
have not thought of God and You are instead thinking of Israel? ” 
It is an implicit reproach. Do not do that. She has just come out 
of a fire. She is one big sore. Touch her lightly only with balms 
of kindness, of forgiveness and hope... Leave her free to come. 
You must tell her when you are thinking of coming, but do not 
say to her: “Come with me”. On the contrary if you understand 
that she wants to come, do not come yourself. Go back and wait 
for her at home. She will come back to you broken by Mercy. Be 
cause I must remove the wicked power that is holding her and for 
a few hours she will look like a woman whose veins have been 
cut or whose bones have been removed by a doctor. But later she 
will feel better. She will be dumbfounded. She will be in great 
need of caresses and silence. Assist her as if you were her second 
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guardian angel: without letting her perceive your presence. And 
if you see her weeping, let her weep. And if you hear her ask 
ing herself questions, leave her alone. And if you see her smile 
and then become serious, and then smile once more in a different 
way, with a different look, with a different countenance, do not 
ask her questions, do not make her feel uneasy. She is suffering 
more now, ascending, than she did, descending. And she must as 
cend by herself, as she descended by herself. She could not bear 
you to look at her when she was descending, because your eyes 
were full of reproach. And she cannot bear you to look at her 
now that her sense of shame has been aroused at last. Then she 
was strong, because Satan, her master, was with her and a wick 
ed strength supported her and she could challenge the world, 
and yet she could not bear to be seen by you in her sin. Now Sa 
tan is no longer her master. He is still a guest in her, but Mary’s 
will is holding him by the throat. And she does not have Me yet. 
That is why she is too weak. She cannot even bear your caress 
ing sisterly eyes watching her confession to her Saviour. All her 
energy is employed and consumed in holding the septuple demon 
by the throat. For all the rest she is defenceless and unclothed. 

23L7 But I will reclothe her and fortify her. 7 Go in peace, Martha. And 
tomorrow tell her tactfully that I shall be speaking near the tor 
rent of the Fountain, here in Capernaum, after vesper. Go in 
peace. I bless you. » 

Martha is still perplexed. 

«Do not become incredulous, Martha» says Jesus Who is 
watching her. 

«No, my Lord. But I was thinking... Oh! Give me something 
that I may give Mary, to give her a little strength... She is suffer 
ing so much... and I am so afraid that she may not be able to tri 
umph over the demon! » 

«You are a little girl! Mary has Me and you. Can she possibly 
not succeed? However, take this. Give Me your hand, which has 
never sinned, and has always been kind, merciful, active and pi 
ous. It has always made gestures of love and prayer. It has nev 
er been lazy or idle or corrupt. Now, I will hold it between My 
hands to make it even holier. Raise it against the demon and he 
will not endure it. And take this belt of Mine. Never part with 
it. And every time you see her, say to yourself: “The power of Je 
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sus is stronger than this belt of Jesus and by it everything can be 
overcome: demons and monsters as well. I must not be afraid”. 
Are you happy now? My peace be with you. Go in peace. » 

Martha worships Him and goes out. 

Jesus smiles when he sees her climb on to the wagon, which 
Marcella has called to the gate, and depart towards Magdala. 



232. The healing of two blind men and a dumb demoniac. 

28 th July 1945. 

232 1 

1 Jesus then goes down into the kitchen, and when He sees that L3L ' 1 
John is about to go to the fountain, instead of remaining in the 
warm smoky kitchen, He prefers to go with John. He thus leaves 
Peter to deal with the fish that Zebedee’s servants have just 
brought in for the supper of the Master and His disciples. 

They do not go to the spring well at the end of the village, but 
to the fountain in the square, the water of which still comes from 
the clear plentiful spring on the mountain side near the lake. In 
the square there are many people as is customary in Palestin 
ian villages in the evening. Women with amphoras, boys playing, 
men discussing business or... local gossip. Also some Pharisees 
pass by, surrounded by servants or clients, on their way to their 
rich homes. Everybody moves aside to let them pass, paying their 
respect, but as soon as they have gone, many curse them whole 
heartedly mentioning their most recent abuses and usury deal 
ings. 

232 2 

2 Matthew is haranguing his old friends in a corner of the 
square and that causes the Pharisee Uriah to remark scornfully 
in a loud voice: «The famous conversions! But attachment to sin 
is still there as can be seen from lasting friendships. Ah! Ah! » 

Matthew turns around and replies angrily: «They last in or 
der to convert them. » 

«There is no need for that! Your Master is quite sufficient. 

You had better stay away, lest you might be taken ill again, pre 
suming that you have really been cured. » 

Matthew becomes purple in the effort to control himself and 
not give him a piece of his mind, and he simply replies: «Do not 
be afraid, and have no hope. » 
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«What? » 

«Don’t be afraid that I may become once again Levi the pub 
lican, and have no hope that I may imitate you in order to lose 
these souls. I leave to you and to your friends to keep contemp 
tuously aloof from other people. I imitate my Master and I ap 
proach sinners to lead them to Grace. » 

Uriah would like to retort, but another Pharisee, old Eli, ar 
rives and says to him: «Do not contaminate your purity and your 
tongue, my friend. Come with me» and walking arm-in-arm 
with him he takes him towards his house. 

! 3 In the meantime the crowd, particularly children, have gath 
ered around Jesus. Among the children there are Toby and Jo 
hanna, the little brother and sister, who one day, a long time ago, 
were quarrelling over some figs. They now say to Jesus, hanging 
on to His tall body to draw His attention: «Listen, listen. Also 
today we have been good, You know? We have never cried and 
we have not teased each other, for Your sake. Will You give us a 
kiss? » «So you have been good for My sake! What joy you give 
Me. Here is My kiss. And be even better tomorrows 

And there is James, the little fellow who used to bring Mat 
thew’s purse to Jesus every Sabbath. He now says to Jesus: «Mat 
thew does not give me anything now for the poor of the Lord, but 
I have put aside all the money they give me when I am good and I 
will give it to You now. Will you give it to the poor on account of 
my grandfather? » 

«Of course I will. What is the matter with your grand-dad? » 

«He cannot walk anymore. He is so old and his legs will not 
support him. » 

«Are you sorry for that? » 

Wes, I am, because he was my master when we went into the 
country. He told me many things. And he made me love the Lord. 
Also now he tells me of Job and he shows me the stars in the sky, 
but he does that from his chair... It was much nicer before. » 

«I will come to your grand-dad tomorrow. Are you happy 
now? » 

And James is replaced by Benjamin, not the boy from Magda 
la, but the one from Capernaum, the boy I saw in a vision a long 
time ago. When he arrives in the square with his mother and sees 
Jesus, he leaves his mother’s hand and rushes through the crowd, 
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shrieking like a swallow and when he arrives in front of Jesus, 
he embraces His knees saying: «I want a caress, too! » 

4 Simon, the Pharisee, passes by at that moment and bows 232 - 4 
pompously to Jesus, Who responds to his greeting. The Phari 
see stops and while the crowd draw aside as if frightened, Si 
mon says: «And would You not caress me as well? » and he smiles 
lightly. 

«I will caress anyone who asks Me. I congratulate you, Simon, 
on your very good health. I was told in Jerusalem that you were 
rather ill. » 

«Yes, I was very ill. I wanted You, to be cured. » 

«Did you believe that I could cure you? » 

«I never doubted it. But I had to recover by myself, because 
You have been away for a long time. Where have You been? » 

«In the border area of Israel. That is how I spent the days be 
tween Passover and Pentecost. » 

«A very successful journey? I heard of the lepers at Hinnom 
and Siloam. Really wonderful. Only that? Certainly not. But we 
hear of You, through John, the priest. He who is not biased be 
lieves in You and is happy. » 

«And what about him who does not believe because he is bi 
ased? What about him, my wise Simon? » 

The Pharisee is somewhat upset... he cannot make up his 
mind, as while he does not wish to condemn his too many friends, 
who are prejudiced against Jesus, he does wish to deserve being 
praised by Jesus. He decides on the latter alternative and says: 
«He who does not want to believe in You, notwithstanding all 
the proofs You give, is condemned. » 

«And I wish nobody were... » 

«Yes, You do. But we do not return to You the same measure 
of goodness that You have for us. Too many do not deserve You... 
Jesus, I would like You to be my guest tomorrow... » 

«I cannot tomorrow. Let us make it in two days’ time. Do you 
agree? » 

«I always agree with You. I will have... some friends... and 
You will have to put up with them if... » 

«I know. I will come with John. » 

«John only? » 

«The others have other tasks to attend to. Here they are, they 
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are just coming back from the country. Peace to you, Simon. » 

«God be with You, Jesus. » 

The Pharisee goes away and Jesus joins His disciples. 

5 They go back home for supper. 

But while they are eating roast fish, some blind men arrive, 
who had already implored Jesus along the road. They now repeat 
their prayer: «Jesus, Son of David, have mercy on us! » 

«Go away! I told you to come tomorrow and let it be tomor 
row. Let Him eat» says Peter reproachingly. 

«No, Simon. Do not send them away. So much perseverance 
deserves a reward. You two, come forward® He then says to the 
blind men, who go in sounding the floor and walls with their 
sticks. «Do you believe that I can give your eyesight back to 
you? » 

«Oh! Yes! Lord! We came because we are certain. » 

Jesus gets up from the table, approaches them, lays His fin 
gertips on the blind eyes, raises His head and prays: «Let it be 
done to you according to your faith. » He removes His hands 
and the eyelids, so far motionless, begin to wink, because light 
strikes the revived pupils of one of the men, and the eyelids of the 
other become unsealed, whereas before they were sealed prob 
ably by neglected ulcers, and the palpebral edges are reshaped 
anew without the least fault, so that he can wink freely. 

The two men fall on their knees. 

«You may stand up and go. And mind you, do not let anybody 
know what I have done to you. Take the news of the grace to your 
relatives and friends in your villages. It is not necessary to do so 
here and it would not do your souls any good. Make sure that the 
faith of your souls does not suffer from any injury and now that 
you know what it is like to be able to see, ensure that your eyes 
do not get injured, so that you may not become blind again. » 

6 The supper is over. They go up on the terrace where it is cool. 
The lake is shining in the moonlight. 

Jesus sits on the edge of the low wall and lets His mind wander 
watching the silvery surface of the lake. The others are talking 
to one another in low voices, so as not to disturb Him. But they 
look at Him as if they were fascinated. In fact how handsome He 
is!. The moon forms a halo around His head and illuminates His 
face, which is severe and serene at the same time, emphasising 
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its tiniest details. He is sitting with His head lightly tilted back 
wards leaning against the coarse vine branch, which climbs up 
there and then spreads out on the terrace. His deep blue eyes look 
like onyx in the night and seem to be pouring peaceful waves 
over everything. At times He looks up at the clear sky, strewn 
with stars, at times He looks down at the hills, and farther down, 
at the lake or He stares at a distant hazy point and His eyes seem 
to be smiling at something He only can see. His wavy hair is gen 
tly blown by a light breeze. He is sitting slightly sideways, touch 
ing the floor with one foot, while the other is a few inches off it, 
with His hands relaxing on His lap. His white robe emphasises 
His splendour, which becomes silvery in the moonlight, and His 
long white hands look more like old ivory emphasising the virile 
beauty of His tapering fingers. Also His face, with its high fore 
head, straight nose, lightly oval-shaped cheeks and its pale-cop 
per beard, looks like old ivory without the pinkish nuance visible 
during the day on the upper part of His cheeks. 

«Are You tired, Master? » asks Peter. 

«No, I am not. » 

«You look pale and pensive... » 

«I was thinking. But I do not think I am paler than usual. 
7 Come here... The moonlight makes you all look pale as well. You 
will go to Korazim tomorrow and you may find some disciples 
there. Speak to them. And remember to be back here at vesper. I 
will be preaching near the torrent. » 

«How lovely! We shall tell the people of Korazim. On our way 
back we met Martha and Marcella. Did they come here? » asks 
Andrew. 

«Yes, they did. » 

«There was a lot of talk at Magdala about Mary, who does 
not go out anymore and has no more parties. We had a rest in the 
house of the same woman as last time. Benjamin told me that 
when he feels inclined to be naughty, he thinks of You and... » 

«... and of me, You may as well say so, James» says the Is 
cariot. 

«He did not say so. » 

«But he meant it when he said: “I do not want to be handsome, 
but I want to be naughty” and he cast me a side glance. He can 
not stand me... » 
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«A dislike of no importance, Judas. Forget about it» says Je 
sus. 

«Yes, Master. But it is annoying that... » 

Ms the Master there? » someone shouts from the street. 

«Yes, He is. But what do you want now? Is the day not long 
enough for you? Is this a decent hour to disturb poor pilgrims? 
Come back tomorrow" orders Peter. 

«The trouble is that we have a dumb demoniac with us. And 
he escaped three times on the way. Had it not been for that, we 
would have arrived earlier. Be good! Before long, when the moon 
is high in the sky, he will begin to howl louder and will frighten 
the village. Look how he is struggling already?! » 

Jesus goes to the other side of the terrace and leans out over 
the low wall. The apostles do likewise. A row of faces bending 
over a crowd of people looking up at them. In the middle, moving 
about and howling like a chained bear or a wolf, there is a man 
with his wrists tied together so that he may not escape. He howls 
while moving about restlessly, as if he were looking for some 
thing on the ground. When he looks up and meets Jesus’ eyes, he 
utters a beastly cry, an inarticulate howl, and tries to run away. 

The crowds, almost all the adults of Capernaum are there, 
move aside frightened. 

«Come, for goodness’ sake! He is starting all over again... » 

«I am coming at once. » And Jesus runs downstairs and goes 
in front of the poor wretch who is more agitated than ever. 

«Go out of him. I want it. » 

The howling fades into one word: «Peace! » 

«Yes, peace. Peace to you now that you are freed. » 

The crowd shout for wonder seeing the sudden change from 
fury to calm, from being possessed to freedom, from dumbness 
to speech. 

9 «How did you know that I was here? » 

«At Nazareth they said to us: “He is at Capernaum”. This was 
confirmed at Capernaum by two men who said their eyes had 
been cured by You in this house. » 

«That is true! It is very true! They told us as well... » many 
shout. And they remark: «Such things have never been seen in 
Israel before! » 

«If He were not helped by Beelzebub He would not do them» 
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sneer the Pharisees of Capernaum. Simon, however, is not 
amongst them. 

«Help or not help. I have been cured and so were the blind 
men. You would not be able to do it, notwithstanding your great 
prayers» retorts the cured dumb demoniac and he kisses Jesus’ 
robe. The Master does not reply to the Pharisees, He simply dis 
misses the crowd saying: «Peace be with you» and He asks the 
cured man and those who accompanied him to stay, and offers 
them hospitality in the room upstairs so that they may rest until 
the following morning. 

10 ... Jesus says: «You will put here the Parable of the lost sheep, 
which you had on the 12th of August 1944. » 



233. The parable of the lost sheep, 
also listened to by Mary of Magdala. 

[12 th August 1944. ] 

hJesus is speaking to the crowds. Standing on the wooded 
embankment of a little torrent, He is addressing a large crowd 
spread in a field where the corn has already been cut and the 
burnt stubbles are a distressing sight. It is evening. Night is fall 
ing, but the moon is already rising. Flocks of sheep are going 
back to the folds and the sound of cattle-bells mingles with the 
loud chirping of crickets and the high-pitched drone of cicadas. 
Jesus takes the passing flocks as a starting point. 

He says: «Your Heavenly Father is like a solicitous shepherd. 
What does a good shepherd do? He looks for good pastures for 
his sheep, where there is no hemlock or other poisonous herbs, 
but there is plenty of sweet clover, aromatic mint and bitter but 
wholesome chicory. He looks for places where beside good grass 
there is the cool shade of trees and the clear water of a stream 
and he ensures that there are no asps among the green grass. 
He does not prefer the richest pastures, because he knows that 
snakes and harmful herbs are quite common there and thus dan 
gerous for his sheep. He prefers, instead, mountain pastures, 
where the dew keeps the grass clean and fresh and the strong 
sunshine keeps snakes away and the breezy air is light and 
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healthy, not like the unhealthy air in the plains. The good shep 
herd watches his sheep one by one. He cures them when they are 
sick and if they get hurt he dresses their wounds. He reproaches 
the sheep that might be sick because they are too greedy for food 
and he calls to a different place the ones that might be harmed 
by staying too long in a damp spot or in the sunshine. And if one 
is unwilling to eat he looks for acidulous aromatic herbs suitable 
to whet its appetite and he feeds it with his own hands, speaking 
to it as if it were a friend. That is what the good Father Who is in 
Heaven does with His children wandering on the earth. His love 
is the staff that gathers them together, His voice is their guide, 
His Law is His pasture, Heaven His fold. 

233 . 2 2g u t one 0 f hj s sheep left him. How fond of it he was! It was 
young, pure, white, like a cloud in an April sky. The shepherd 
used to look at it with so much love, thinking of how much good 
he could do for it and how much love he could receive from it. 
And it strayed. A tempter passed on the road that runs along 
the pasture. He does not wear a plain coat, but has on a multi 
coloured robe. He does not have a leather belt with hatchet and 
knife hanging from it, but he wears a golden belt, from which lit 
tie bells hang, as sweet-sounding as the singing of a nightingale, 
and phials of inebriating scents... He does not carry a shepherd’s 
staff as the good shepherd does, to gather the sheep together and 
defend them and should his staff not be sufficient, he is ready to 
defend them with his hatchet and knife and even with his life. 
But the tempter who is passing by, is holding in his hands a thuri 
ble sparkling with gems and smoke rises, from it which is stench 
and scent at the same time, and it bewilders as the sparkling of 
the fake jewels dazzles. He passes by singing and drops hand 
fuls of salt which shines on the dark road... Ninety nine sheep 
look and remain where they are. The hundredth, the youngest 
and dearest one, makes a leap and disappears behind the tempt 
er. The shepherd calls it. But it does not come back. It runs faster 
than the wind to join the tempter who has just gone by, and to 
sustain itself while running it tastes some of the salt, which as 
soon as it is swallowed causes a strange burning frenzy so that 
the poor sheep craves for cool water in the deep green shades of 
forests. And following the tempter it goes into the forests, and 
it climbs and descends and falls... once, twice, three times. And 
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each time it feels round its neck the slimy embrace of reptiles, 
and being thirsty it drinks foul water and when it is hungry it 
eats herbs shining with revolting slobber. 

3 And in the meantime what does the good shepherd do? He ^>3 
leaves the ninety-nine faithful ones in a safe place and he sets 
out and does not stop until he finds traces of the lost sheep. Since 
it does not come back to him, although he calls it in a loud voice 
begging the wind to carry his call to it, he goes to the sheep. And 
he sees it from afar, intoxicated in the coils of reptiles, so intoxi 
cated that it does not feel nostalgia for the man who loves it, on 
the contrary it mocks him. And he is aware that it is guilty of 
entering, like a thief, the abode of other people, so guilty that it 
dare not look at him... And yet the good shepherd does not be 
come tired... and he goes on looking for it all the time, follow 
ing its traces and weeping when he loses them: strips of fleece; 
traces of its soul; traces of blood; various crimes; filth; proof of 
its lust; but he goes on and reaches it. Ah! I found you, my belov 
ed one. I reached you at last! How far have I walked for you, to 
take you back to the fold. Do not bend your dejected head. Your 
sin is buried in my heart. Nobody will know about it, except me, 
and I love you. I will defend you from the criticism of other peo 
pie, I will shield you with my body to protect you against the 
stones of accusers. Come. Are you wounded? Oh! let me see your 
wounds. I know them. But I want you to show them to me with 
the confidence you had when you were pure, and you looked at 
me, your shepherd and your God with innocent eyes. There they 
are. They all have the same name. How deep they are! Who in 
flicted these very deep ones in the depth of your heart? It was the 
Tempter, I know. It is he who has neither staff nor hatchet, but he 
strikes more deeply with his poisonous bite, and after him, the 
false jewels of his thurible strike: the ones that seduced you by 
sparkling... and they were hellish sulphur brought to daylight 
to burn your heart. Look how many wounds! How much torn 
fleece, how much blood, how much bramble. 

4 0 my poor little disappointed soul! But tell me: If I forgive ^33. 4 
You, will you still love me? Tell me: if I stretch out my arms to 
you, will you come to them? Tell me: do you thirst for good love? 

Well: come and be born again. Come back to the holy pastures. 
Weep. Your tears and mine will wash the traces of your sin and 
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in order to nourish you, because you are worn out by the evil 
which has burnt you, I open my chest and my veins and I say to 
you: “Feed on them, and live! ” Come here that I may take you in 
my arms. We will walk faster to the safe holy pastures. You will 
forget everything of this miserable hour. And your ninety-nine 
good sisters will rejoice at your return, because I tell you, my lit 
tie lost sheep, which I have looked for coming from far away, and 
I reached and saved. I tell you, there is more rejoicing among the 
good, for one who was lost and has been found, than for ninety- 
nine just who never left the fold. » 

5 Jesus has never turned around to look at the road behind 
Him and on which Mary of Magdala has arrived in the dim light 
of the evening. She is most elegant, but at least she is dressed, 
and she is wearing a dark veil, which conceals her features and 
figure. But when Jesus continues His speech from the words: «I 
found you, my beloved one», Mary hides her hands under her veil 
and weeps, softly and continuously. 

People cannot see her, because she is on this side of the em 
bankment, which runs along the road. Only the moon, now high 
in the sky and Jesus’ spirit can see her... 

And He says to me: «The comment is in the vision itself. But I 
shall speak to you again about it. Rest now, because it is time. I 
bless you, My faithful Mary. » (referring to Valtorta) 



234. Commenting three episodes 
on the conversion of Mary of Magdala. 

13 th August 1944. 

1 Jesus says: 

«As from January, when I let you see the supper in the house 
of Simon, the leper, you and he who guides you, have wished to 
know more about Mary of Magdala and the words I spoke to her. 
Now, after seven months, I reveal those pages of the past to you, 
to make you happy and to give a rule to those who must learn to 
bend over those women, who are lepers in their souls, and also to 
invite those poor wretches, who are suffocating in their sepul 
chres of vice, to come out of them. 

2 God is good. He is good to everybody. He does not measure 
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by means of human measures. He does not discriminate between 
mortal sins. Sin, whatever it may be, grieves Him. Repentance 
pleases Him and makes Him willing to forgive. Resistance to 
Grace makes Him inflexibly severe because Justice cannot for 
give the unrepentant who will die as such, notwithstanding all 
the help given to them so that they might be converted. But the 
main cause of four tenths, if not half, of non-conversions is the 
negligence of those responsible for conversions, that is, a mis 
taken false zeal protecting real selfishness and pride, whereby 
one is happy in one’s refuge, without having to descend into dirt 
to save a heart from it. “I am pure, I deserve respect. I will not go 
where there is filth and where they may fail to respect me”. 

But has he who speaks thus not read the Gospel where it is 
written that the Son of God came to call tax collectors and pros 
titutes beside the honest people, the only honest ones according 
to the old Law? Does he not think that pride is impurity of the 
mind, and lack of charity is impurity of the heart? Will you be 
despised? I was despised before you and more than you, and I 
was the Son of God. Will you have to wear your clean robe where 
there is filth? And did I not touch that filth with My hands to 
make it stand up and say to it: “Walk on this new way”? Do you 
not remember what I said to your first predecessors? “Whatev 
er town or village you go into, ask for someone trustworthy and 
stay with him”. So that the world may not grumble. Because the 
world is inclined to see evil in everything. But I added: “When 
you enter houses - ‘houses’ I said not ‘house’ - greet them saying: 
‘Peace to this house’. And if the house deserves it, peace will de 
scend upon it, if it does not, your peace will come back to you”. I 
said that to teach you that until there is definite proof of unre 
pentance, you must have the same heart for everything. And I 
completed My lesson by saying: “And if anyone does not welcome 
you and does not listen to your words, as you walk out of those 
houses or towns shake the dust from your feet”. Sin is but dust, 
and God makes good souls, who have constantly loved Him, like 
smooth crystal cubes: it is enough to blow or shake the dust and 
it disappears without doing any harm. 

Be really good. Be thoroughly united, with eternal Bounty 
in the middle of you, and no corruption will be able to foul you 
above the soles of your sandals which touch the ground. Souls 
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are so high up! I mean the souls of those who are good and thor 
oughly united to God. Such souls are in Heaven. And no dust or 
filth can reach up there, not even when thrown angrily at the 
spirit of an apostle. They may strike your flesh, that is, they may 
wound you physically or morally, persecuting you or offend 
ing you, because Evil hates Good. And so what? Was I not of 
fended and wounded? Did they perhaps carve those blows and 
foul words into My spirit? Did they upset Me? No, they did not. 
Like spittle on a mirror or a stone thrown against the juicy pulp 
of a fruit, they skidded without penetrating, or they penetrat 
ed only superficially, without damaging the kernel enclosed in 
the stone: on the contrary, it fosters its germination because it 
is easier to sprout from a cracked core than from a whole one. 
Through death corn germinates and an apostle becomes active. 
Sometimes through physical death, or dying daily metaphorical 
ly, by crushing one’s human ego. But that is not death: it is Life. 
The spirit triumphs over the death of humanity. 

3 She came to Me to satisfy the passing fancy of an idle worn 
an who did not know how to while away the time, and although 
her ears were almost deafened by the false homage of those who 
lulled her singing to her sensuality in order to make her their 
slave, she heard the clear severe voice of Truth. Of the Truth 
that is not afraid of being despised or not understood and speaks 
looking at God. And like festive bells ringing together, all the 
voices mingled in the Word: voices wont to sing in the open blue 
sky, spreading over valleys and hills, plains and lakes, to com 
memorate the glory of the Lord and His festivity. 

Do you not remember the solemn festivity that in peace time 
made the day of the Lord so joyful? The big bell, with its reso 
nant clapper, gave the first peal in the name of divine Law and 
seemed to be saying: “I am speaking in the name of God, Judge 
and King”. The smaller bells then harmonised: “Who is good, 
merciful and patient”, and the smallest bell, in a silvery angeli 
cal voice added: “Whose Love urges men to forgive and be indul 
gent, to teach men that forgiveness is more useful than wrath, 
and compassion is greater than inflexibility”. 

Likewise, after recalling the Law, trampled on by the sinner, 
I made her hear the song of forgiveness. I shook the hope of for 
giveness in the darkness of sin, like a green-blue silk scarf among 
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dark shades, so that hope might put in its comforting words. For 
giveness! It is like dew on the parching thirst of sinners. Dew is 
not like hail, which strikes like a dart, bounces and without pen 
etrating the soil kills flowers. Dew descends so lightly that even 
the most delicate flower does not perceive it resting on its silk 
petals. But it drinks its refreshing moisture. Dew settles near 
roots, on parched clods of earth and penetrates the soil... It is a 
moisture of tears, the tears of stars, the loving tears of mothers 
on their thirsty children, whom it nourishes together with their 
sweet bountiful milk. Oh! the mysteries of elements operat 
ing also when man rests or sins! Forgiveness is like such dew. It 
brings not only cleanliness, but also vital juices, taken not from 
elements but from divine hearths. 

And after the promise of forgiveness Wisdom speaks saying 
what is legal and what is not legal, and it reproaches and shakes, 
not out of harshness, but out of maternal anxiety to save. How 
often your hardness becomes more impenetrable and unyielding 
to Charity bending over you!... How often you run away while 
Charity speaks to you!... How often you scorn it! How often you 
hate it!... If Charity dealt with you as you deal with it, woe to 
your souls! Instead, see, it is the Untiring Walker who comes 
looking for you. And it reaches you even if you hide in the dark 
est of dens. 

4 Why did I decide to go to that house? Why did I not work a 
miracle in it? To teach the apostles how to behave, defying preju 
dices and criticism in order to fulfil their duty, which is so high 
as to be free from the trifling things of the world. 

Why did I say those words to Judas? The apostles were still 
very much men. All Christians are very much men, also the 
saints on the earth, although to a lesser degree. Some human 
ism survives also in perfect souls. But the apostles were not yet 
perfect. Their minds were pervaded with human reasoning. I 
lifted them up. But the weight of their humanity pulled them 
down again. To let them descend as little as possible I had to put 
something on their ascending way, which could stop their de 
scent, something on which they could stop to meditate and rest 
and thus be able to ascend again to a higher level than before. I 
had to bring forth something capable of convincing them that 
I was God, that is: introspection of their souls, victory over el 
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ements, miracles, transfiguration, resurrection, ubiquity. I was 
on the road to Emmaus when I was in the room of the Last Sup 
per, and the time of My ubiquity, when discussed by the apostles 
and disciples, was one of the reasons which affected them most 
strongly, freeing them from their ties and urging them on to the 
way of Christ. Rather than to Judas, who was already brooding 
over death, I was speaking to the other eleven. I was compelled 
to make it very clear to them that I was God, not out of pride, but 
of necessity for their formation. I was God and Master. Those 
words define Me as such. I reveal Myself by means of an extra 
human faculty and I teach a virtue: we must not talk evil things 
not even in our hearts. Because God sees, and God must see a 
pure heart to descend into it and dwell there. 

Why did I not work the miracle in that house? To make every 
body understand that the presence of God calls for a pure envi 
ronment, out of respect for His sublime majesty. I did not work 
the miracle there, because I wanted to speak to her, not uttering 
words with My lips, but with a deeper word addressed to her sin 
ful soul and say: “See, poor wretch? You are so filthy that every 
thing near you becomes foul. So foul, that God cannot act. You 
are filthier than he is. Because you are repeating Eve’s sin and 
are offering your fruit to many Adams, by tempting them and 
taking them away from their Duty. You are a minister of Satan”. 
But why do I not want her to be called “satan” by his deject 
ed mother? Because no reason can justify insult and hatred. The 
first essential condition to have God with us is to bear no ill will 
and to forgive. The second condition is to admit that we, or those 
who belong to us, are sinners as well. We must not see only oth 
er people’s faults. The third condition is to remain grateful and 
faithful, after receiving grace, out of justice to the Eternal Fa 
ther. Woe to those who after receiving grace are worse than dogs 
and do not remember their Benefactor, whereas animals do! 

5 I did not say one word to Mary Magdalene. I looked at her 
for a moment, as if she were a statue, then I left her. I went back 
to the “living ones” whom I wanted to save. I treated her with 
seeming carelessness, as if she were dead, like or more than a 
lifeless sculptured piece of marble. But I did not utter a word or 
make a gesture that did not aim mainly at her poor soul, which 
I wanted to redeem. And the last words: “I do not insult. Do not 
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insult. Pray for sinners. Nothing else”, like a garland of flowers 
the ends of which are joined together, are to be joined to the first 
words spoken upon the mountain: “Forgiveness is more useful 
than wrath and compassion than inflexibility”. And these have 
enclosed the poor wretch in a cool velvet circle, scented with 
goodness, making her feel how the loving service of God is dif 
ferent from the cruel slavery of Satan, how sweet is the heavenly 
perfume as compared to the stench of sin, and how relaxing it 
is to be loved holily as compared to being possessed satanically. 

See how moderate is the will of the Lord. He does not exact 
immediate conversions. He does not claim the absolute from a 
heart. He can wait and be satisfied. And while He waits for the 
lost woman to find her way, for the mad woman to find reason, He 
is satisfied with what the dejected mother can give her. I ask her 
only: “Can you forgive? ” How many more questions I should have 
asked her to make her worthy of the miracle, if I had behaved ac 
cording to human standards! But I measure your strength in a 
divine way. It was already a great success if the poor deranged 
mother could really forgive. And that is all I asked her, at that 
moment. After giving her son back to her, I say to her: “Be holy 
and make your house holy”. But while the pangs of grief derange 
her mind, I ask her but to forgive the culprit. You must not ex 
act everything from those who shortly before were in Darkness. 
That mother was to come later to full light, with her daughter- 
in-law and the children. For the time being, it was necessary to 
let the first dawning of Light reach her eyes blinded by tears: 
that is, forgiveness, the dawn of God’s day. 

6 Of the people present only one -1 am not referring to Judas, 
I am speaking of the people gathered there, not of My disciples - 
only one was not to come to the Light. There is always someone 
for whom the apostle toils in vain. But you must not lose heart 
because of such defeats. An apostle must not pretend to achieve 
everything. Struggling against him there are adverse powers, 
with many different names, and like tentacles of an octopus they 
grasp again the prey that he had snatched from them. But the 
apostle is still meritorious. Woe to the apostle who says: “I am 
not going there because I know that I shall not be able to convert 
anyone”. He is an apostle of very little value. It is necessary to go 
even if only one in a thousand will be saved. His apostolic day 
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will be as fruitful because of that one as it would be for a thou 
sand, because he will have done everything in his power and 
that is what God rewards. You must also consider that where the 
apostle is not able to convert, because the person to be convert 
ed is too firmly gripped by Satan and the power of the apostle is 
inadequate to the effort, God may intervene. And then? Who is 
greater than God? 

7 Another thing that the apostle must absolutely practise is 
love. Clear love. Not only the secret love for the hearts of breth 
ren. That is enough for good brethren. But the apostle is a worker 
of God and he must not limit himself to prayer: he must act. Let 
him act with love, with great love. Rigour paralyses the apostle’s 
work and hinders the motion of souls towards the Light. So: not 
rigour, but love. Love is the layer of asbestos that protects you 
against the blaze of wicked passions. Love is the saturation of 
preserving essences which prevent human-satanic putrefaction 
from entering you. To conquer a soul you must learn how to love. 
To conquer a soul you must reduce it to love: to love Good and 
disown its petty sinful loves. 

I wanted Mary’s soul. And as in your case, My little John, I did 
not confine Myself to speaking from the Teacher’s desk. I stooped 
looking for her in the paths of sin. I pursued her and persecuted 
her by means of My love. A kind persecution! I-Purity followed 
her where she was - Impurity. I was not afraid of any scandal, nei 
ther with regards to Myself nor to others. I could not be scan 
dalised, because I was Mercy; and Mercy weeps over sins but is 
not scandalised by them. Woe to the shepherd who is scandalised 
and entrenches himself behind the screen of scandal to abandon 
a soul! Do you not know that souls are more inclined than bodies 
to rise again and that the pitiful loving word saying: “Rise, sis 
ter, for your own good” often works a miracle? I was not afraid of 
other people’s scandal. My behaviour was justified in the eyes of 
God, and was understood by good people. An evil-minded man 
fermenting with wickedness, which evaporates from a corrupt 
heart, is of no importance. Such man finds faults also in God, 
and considers only himself perfect. I therefore paid no attention 
to such people. 

8 The three phases of the salvation of a soul are: 

To be thoroughly and strictly honest in order to be able to 
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speak without any fear of being silenced. To be able to speak to a 
whole crowd so that our apostolic word, addressed to the crowds 
gathering round our mystical boat, may travel farther and far 
ther, like circles of waves, until it reaches the miry shore, where 
those who are not interested in knowing the Truth are lying in 
the mud. That is the first task in order to break the hard crust of 
the soil and prepare it to receive the seed. It is the hardest task 
both for he who performs it and for he who receives it, because 
words, like a sharp ploughshare, must wound the listener in or 
der to open his heart. And I solemnly tell you that the heart of a 
good apostle is hurt and bleeds because of the grief in having to 
wound in order to open. But that grief also is prolific. Through 
the blood and the tears of an apostle, waste land becomes fertile. 

The second quality: It is necessary to act also where one, less 
conscious of one’s mission, would flee. The apostle must break 
his back in the effort to extirpate darnel, couch-grass and thorns 
in order to clear the soil and plough it and then let the power of 
God and His bounty shine on it like the sun. And at the same 
time, like a judge and a doctor, he must be severe and merciful, 
and remain firm in the period of waiting to give the souls time to 
surmount their crises to meditate and make up their minds. 

Third phase: As soon as a soul that has repented in silence, 
dares to come shyly towards an apostle, weeping and think 
ing of its faults, fearing to be driven away, the apostle’s heart 
must be greater than the sea, more gentle than a mother’s heart, 
more loving than a bride’s, and he must open it completely to al 
low waves of tenderness to flow from it. If you have God, Who is 
Charity, within you, you will easily find charitable words to be 
spoken to souls. God will speak in you and on your behalf and 
like honey dripping from a honeycomb, like balm flowing from a 
phial, love will reach parched sickened lips; it will reach wound 
ed souls and will be relief and medicine. 

9 You doctors of souls, make sinners love you. Let them taste the ^4.9 
flavour of Heavenly Charity and let them become so eager for it, 
as to seek no other food. Let them feel in your kindness such a re 
lief as to seek it for all their wounds. Your charity must free them 
from all fear, because, as the epistle* which you have read today 



* theepistle, i j ohn 4, 18. 
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says: “To fear is to expect punishment, and anyone who is afraid 
is still imperfect in love”. Neither is he perfect who causes people 
to be afraid. Do not say: “What have you done? ” Do not say: “Go 
away”. Do not say: “You cannot have relish for good love”. Say, 
instead, in My name: “Love and I will forgive you”. Say: “Come, 
Jesus’ arms are open”. Say: “Enjoy this angelical Bread and this 
Word and forget the pitch of hell and Satan’s sneers”. Bear the 
weakness of other people. An apostle must bear his own and oth 
er people’s weakness, with his own crosses and other people’s. 
And while coming to Me, laden with wounded sheep, encourage 
the poor stray souls saying: “Everything is forgotten by now”; 
Say: “Be not afraid of Saviour. He came from Heaven for you, just 
for you. I am but a bridge to carry you to Him Who is waiting for 
you, on the other side of the river of penitential absolution, to lead 
you to His holy pastures, which begin here, on the earth, and con 
tinue in Heaven, in everlasting nutritious delightful Beauty”. 

10 Here is the comment. It is of little concern to you, sheep faith 
ful to the Good Shepherd. But if in you, little bride, it increases 
confidence, in the Father it will be greater light in His light as 
judge, and for many it will be no incentive to come to Good. But 
it will be the penetrating and nourishing dew of which I have 
spoken and which makes withered flowers stand upright again. 

Raise your heads. Heaven is high above. Go in peace, Mary. 
The Lord is with you. » 



235. Martha is reassured by 
her sister Mary of the conversion. 

29 th July 1945. 

'Jesus is about to embark in the boat, at the dawn of a clear 
summer day which is spreading roses on the wrinkled silky sur 
face of the lake, when Martha arrives with her maidservant. 
«Oh! Master! Listen to me, for God’s sake» she says. 

Jesus goes back onto the shore and says to the apostles: «Go 
and wait for Me at the torrent. In the meantime prepare every 
thing for our trip towards Magedan. The Decapolis also is wait 
ing for the word. Go. » 

And while the boat moves away and takes to the open lake, 
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Jesus walks beside Martha. Marcella respectfully follows them. 

They thus move away from the village walking on the shore, 
which from a sandy stretch, strewn at lake level with sparse 
tufts of wild herbs, becomes completely covered with vegetation 
as it climbs up the hill sides, which are reflected in the lake. 

2 When they reach a lonely spot, Jesus asks smiling: «What do 235,2 
you want to tell Me? » 

«Oh! Master... Mary came home last night shortly after mid 
night. Oh! I was forgetting to tell You that while we were having 
lunch at midday, she said to me: “Would you mind lending me 
one of your dresses and a mantle? They may be a little short. But 
I will leave the dress loose and hold the mantle down... " I replied 
to her: “You may take whatever you wish, my dear sister”. My 
heart was throbbing because, shortly before, speaking to Mar 
cella in the garden I had said to her: “At vesper we must be at 
Capernaum, because the Master is speaking to the crowds this 
evening” and I saw Mary start and change colour. She became 
restless, moving about all alone, like a person in pain or in a flut 
ter, on the point of making a decision... but does not know which 
way to decide. After lunch she went into my room and took the 
most dark and modest dress I had, she tried it on and asked the 
nurse to let the hem down, as it was too short. She tried to do 
it herself, but weeping she confessed: “I am no longer good at 
sewing. I have forgotten everything useful and good... " and she 
threw her arms around my neck saying: “Pray for me”. She went 
out about sunset... How much I prayed, that she might not meet 
anyone who would keep her from coming here, so that she might 
understand Your word and succeed in definitely strangling the 
monster enslaving her... Look: I put on Your belt, which I tied 
under my own, and when I felt my waist being oppressed by the 
hard stiff leather, that it is not used to, I would say: “He is strong 
er than anything. Then Marcella and I came by wagon, as it is 
quicker. I do not know whether You saw us in the crowd... But 
what an aching pain in my heart at not seeing Mary! I would say 
to myself: “She must have changed her mind. She has gone back 
home. Or... she has run away as she could no longer stand my 
control, although she had asked for it”. I was listening to You and 
weeping under my veil. Your words seemed to be spoken just for 
her... and she did not hear them! That is what I was thinking as 
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I did not see her. I went back home down-hearted. It is the truth. 
I disobeyed You because You had said to me: “If she comes, you 
stay at home and wait for her”. But think of my heart, Master! It 
was my sister coming to You! How could I not be there to see her 
near You? And then... You said to me: “She will be broken” and I 
wanted to be near her to support her at once... 

I was kneeling in my room weeping and praying and it was 
after midnight when she came in. She came in so softly that I 
heard her only when she threw herself upon me embracing me 
and saying: “Everything you say, my blessed sister, is true. Nay, it 
is much more so than you told me. His mercy is much greater. Oh! 
Martha! There is no further need for you to watch me! You will 
see that I am no longer cynical and miserable! You will no longer 
hear me say: ‘I do not want to think! ’ Now I want to think. I know 
what to think of. Of Bounty which became flesh. You were cer 
tainly praying for me, sister. And victory is already within your 
grasp: Your Mary, who no longer wants to sin and who is born to a 
new life. Here she is. Look at her straight in the face. Because she 
is a new Mary, whose face has been washed by tears of hope and 
repentance. You can kiss me, my pure sister. There is no trace of 
shameful love affairs on my face. He said that He loves my soul. 
Because He was speaking to my soul and about my soul. I was the 
lost sheep. He said, listen if I am right. You know how the Saviour 
speaks., and she repeated Your parable perfectly. Mary is so in 
telligent! Much more intelligent than I am. And she remembers. 
So I heard You twice; and if those words were holy and adorable 
on Your lips, on hers they were holy, adorable and loving because 
they were spoken by my sister, who had been found and had come 
back to the family fold. We were sitting on a mat on the floor em 
bracing each other, as we normally did when we were little girls 
in my mother’s room or near the loom where she wove or embroi 
dered her wonderful cloths. And we remained thus, no longer 
divided by sin, and my mother also seemed to be present in her 
spirit. We wept without any grief, on the contrary, with so much 
peace! We kissed each other happily... And then Mary, who was 
tired after her long walk, and was exhausted with emotion and 
so many feelings, fell asleep in my arms and with the help of the 
nurse I laid her on my bed... and I left her there to come here... » 
and Martha, thoroughly happy, kisses Jesus’ hands. 
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235. 3 



3 «I also will tell you what Mary said to you: “Victory is al 
ready in your grasp”. Go and be happy. Go in peace. Let your be 
haviour be kind and prudent with your reborn sister. Goodbye, 
Martha. Let Lazarus know, as he is worried. » 

«Yes, Master. But when will Mary come with us women dis 
ciples? » 

JeSus smiles and says: «The Creator created the universe in 
six days and rested on the seventh. » 

«I understand. I must be patient... » 

«Yes, patient. Do not sigh. That is a virtue as well. Peace to 
you, women. We shall meet soon» and Jesus leaves them and goes 
towards the place where the boat is waiting near the shore. 

4 Jesus says: «Put here the vision of the supper in the house of 235 ' 4 
Simon, the Pharisee, which you saw on January 21 st , 1944. » 



236. The dinner in the house of Simon the Pharisee 
and the absolution of Mary of Magdala. 

21 st January 1944. 

15C 1 

4 To comfort me in my complex suffering and make me forget 1 
the wickedness of men, my Jesus grants me this sweet contem 
plation. 

I see a sumptuous hall. A multi branched candlestick is 
hanging in the centre and is completely lit. The hall is hung with 
beautiful tapestry; there are magnificent pieces of furniture and 
chairs inlaid and decorated with ivory and precious metal leaves. 

There is a large square table in the centre, consisting of four 
tables assembled together like this 7. The table has been laid 
for many guests (all men) and is covered with beautiful table 
cloths and very expensive tableware. There are valuable ampho 
rae and cups and many servants are moving round the table car 
rying dishes and pouring out wines. There is no one in the cen 
tre of the square. I can see the magnificent floor which reflects 
the lights of the oil chandelier. Around the table there are many 
couches, all occupied by the guests. 

I appear to be in the half dark corner at the end of the hall, 
near a door, which is wide open, although screened by a heavy 
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piece of tapestry hanging from its architrave. 

The landlord and the most important guests are on the oppo 
site side, that is, the farthest side from the door here as marked 
f~* * j . The landlord is elderly, wearing a wide white tunic tied 

*■ * around his waist by an embroidered belt. Round the col 

lar, the cuffs and the hem of the tunic there are strips of embroi 
dered work, which have been attached as if they were embroi 
dered ribbons or strips. But I do not like his expression. It is ma 
licious, cold, proud and greedy. 

On the opposite side, facing him, there is my Jesus. I see Him 
sideways, almost from behind His back. He is wearing His usual 
white tunic, sandals, and His long hair is parted on His forehead. 

I see that both He and all the guests are not sitting up to the 
table, as I thought one would on those couches, instead they are 
reclined parallelly. In the vision of the wedding at Cana I did 
not pay much attention to this detail. I saw that they were eat 
ing leaning on their left elbows, but they did not appear to be so 
reclined, probably because the couches were shorter and not so 
sumptuous. Those I see now are real beds, and look like modern 
Turkish divans. 

John is near Jesus and since Jesus is leaning on His 
left elbow, like everybody else, so this is their position 
Basically John is between the table and Jesus’ body, with his el 
bow at the height of the Master’s groin, so that he does not hinder 
Him while eating, but if he wishes, he can lie comfortably on His 
chest. 

There is no woman at the table. They are all talking and the 
landlord now and again addresses Jesus with evident affected 
condescension. It is obvious that he wants to show to Him and 
to all those present as well, that he has greatly honoured Him, 
a poor and rather hot-headed prophet, as many people consider 
Him, by inviting Him to his wealthy house... I see Jesus reply 
kindly and quietly. He smiles faintly at those who ask Him ques 
tions, but His smile becomes bright when John speaks to Him or 
even looks at Him. 

236. 2 2 j see the magnificent curtain covering the door area being 
raised and a young woman come in. She is beautiful, sumptuous 
ly dressed and her hair is splendidly arranged. The artistical 
ly interlaced locks of her very thick blond hair form a beautiful 
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ornament on her head. Her hair is so bright and abundant that 
she seems to be wearing a golden helmet wrought in relief. If I 
should have to compare the dress she has on with the ones I have 
always seen the Blessed Virgin Mary wear, I would say that it is 
very unusual and complicated. There are buckles on the shoul 
ders, jewels to hold together the pleats at the top of the breast, 
little gold chains to outline the breast, and the belt is adorned 
with studs and gems. It is a provoking dress, which emphasis 
es the features of her beautiful body. The veil on her head is so 
light that... it veils nothing: it is an additional charm and noth 
ing else. Her sandals are very expensive ones, of red leather with 
gold buckles and strips interlaced round her ankles. 

Everybody, except Jesus turns around to look at her. John 
watches her for a moment, then looks at Jesus. The others stare 
at her with evident malicious avidity. But the woman does not 
look at them, neither does she pay attention to the whispering 
that has arisen at her entrance, or to the winking of the people 
present, with the exception of Jesus and His disciple. Jesus pre 
tends He has seen nothing. He continues His conversation with 
the landlord. 

The woman goes towards Jesus and kneels down at the feet of 
the Master. She lays on the floor a little vase, shaped like a pot 
bellied amphora, takes off her veil after removing a long valu 
able pin, which fastened it to her hair, she removes rings from 
her fingers and lays everything on the couch near Jesus’ feet. 

She then takes His feet in her hand, first the right one and then 
the left one, unlaces His sandals and lays them on the floor. She 
then kisses His feet bursting into tears, she rests her forehead 
on them, caresses them, while tears stream down her face like 
drops of rain, shining in the light of the chandelier and wetting 
those adorable feet. 

3 Jesus turns His head round very slightly and slowly, and His 236 3 
deep eyes rest for a moment on the woman’s reclined head. An 
absolving glance. He then looks again at the centre of the hall, 
leaving her free in her outburst. 

But the others do not: they scoff, wink and sneer. The Phari 
see sits up for a moment to have a better view and his eyes ex 
press desire, vexation and irony. He desires the woman, and that 
feeling is evident. He is vexed because she has come in so freely, 
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which may cause the others to think that she is a regular guest in 
the house. And he is ironical with regards to Jesus... 

But the woman is not aware of anything. She continues to 
shed torrents of tears noiselessly. She weeps and now and again 
she sobs. She then lets her hair down, after removing the gold 
hairpins, which held up her complicated hair dress and she puts 
also the hair-pins near the rings and the long veil-pin. Her gold 
en locks roll down her back. She takes them with both hands, 
brings them in front of her and rubs them on Jesus’ wet feet, un 
til she sees that they are dry. She dips her fingers into the lit 
tie vase and takes out a yellowish highly scented ointment. A 
sweet-smelling perfume, a mixture of lily and tuberose, spreads 
throughout the hall. The woman uses it profusely, she spreads it, 
kissing and caressing His feet at the same time. 

Jesus looks at her now and again with so much loving pity. 
John, who looked around in amazement when she burst in 
to tears, cannot detach his eyes from Jesus and the woman and 
looks at them alternately. 

236. 4 The face 0 f the Pharisee has become more and more sullen. 4 I 
now hear the well known words* of the Gospel and I hear them 
uttered in a tone and with a look, which cause the old resentful 
man to lower his head. 

I hear the words absolving the woman, who goes away leaving 
her jewels at Jesus’ feet. She has tied her veil around her head, 
thus gathering together her dishevelled hair as best she can. Je 
sus, while saying to her: «Go in peace», lays His hand on her re 
dined head for a moment. A very gentle gesture. 

236. 5 5 Jesus now says to me: 

«What made the Pharisee and his companions lower their 
heads and is not mentioned in the Gospel, are the words that My 
spirit, in one glance darted at him and drove into his arid av 
id soul. I answered him much more than has been reported, be 
cause none of the thoughts of those men were concealed from Me. 
And he understood My mute language, which was more mean 
ingful and reproachful than My words. 

I said to him: “No. Do not make wicked insinuations to jus- 



* words, those of Luke 7, 40-50. 
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tify yourself to yourself. I am not affected by lewdness as you 
are. She does not come to Me attracted by sensuality. I am not 
you or like those who are like you. She comes to Me because My 
countenance and My word, which she heard by chance, have en 
lightened her soul, which lust had left in utter darkness. And 
the comes because she wants to overcome her sensuality and she 
realises, poor creature, that she will never succeed by herself. 
She loves My spirit, nothing but My spirit, which she perceives is 
supernaturally good. After so much evil that she received from 
you all, who have taken advantage of her weakness for your own 
vices, rewarding her with your lashing scorn, she comes to Me, 
because she realises that she has found Goodness, Joy and Peace, 
which she sought in vain in the pomps and vanities of this wicked 
world. Cure the leprosy of your soul, o hypocritical Pharisee, that 
you may have the right view of things. Forsake pride of mind and 
lust of flesh. Their leprosy is much more fetid than the leprosy 
of your bodies. My touch can cure you of the latter, because you 
beg Me to cure you, but I cannot cure you of the leprosy of your 
Souls, because you do not wish to be cured, as you like it. But she 
wants to recover. And thus I cleanse her, and I free her from the 
chains of her slavery. The sinner is dead. She is still over there in 
those ornaments that she is ashamed to offer Me that I may sane 
tify them, using them for the needs of My disciples and Mine and 
for the poor, whom I help by means of the surplus of other peo 
pie, because I, the Master of the universe, possess nothing now 
that I am the Saviour of man. She is still here, in the perfume 
spread on My feet, the perfume that has been humiliated like her 
hair, on that part of My body that you disdained to refresh with 
the water of your well, notwithstanding I have walked so far to 
bring light to you also. The sinner is dead. And Mary is reborn, 
as beautiful as a modest girl, through her deep sorrow and her 
righteous love. She washed herself in her tears. And I solemnly 
tell you, o Pharisee, that between this young man who loves Me 
in the purity of his youth, and that woman who loves Me in the 
sincerity of repentance of a heart reborn to Grace, I make no dif 
ference. And to the Pure young man and the Repentant woman 
I entrust the task of understanding My thought as no one else 
can, as well as the task of rendering the last honours to My Body, 
and the first greetings (I am not taking into account My Mother’s 
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special greetings) when I will rise from the dead”. That is what I 
wanted to tell the Pharisee by means of My countenance. 

6 But I will draw your attention to something else: for your joy 
and the joy of many. Also at Bethany, Mary repeated the ges 
ture that marked the dawn of her redemption. There are person 
al gestures, which are repeated and are peculiar to a person like 
the person’s style. They are unmistakable gestures. But, as it was 
fair, at Bethany the gesture was not humiliated so much and it 
was more confidential in its reverent adoration. 

Mary has gone a long way since that dawn of her redemp 
tion. A very long way. Love, like a high wind, has blown her high 
up and far ahead. Love has burnt her like a fire, destroying her 
impure flesh and making a purified spirit her new master. And 
Mary, now different in her revived womanly dignity, as she is 
different in her clothing, which is now as simple as My Mother’s, 
in her hair-style, her looks, her behaviour, her words, this new 
Mary has a new way to honour Me by means of the same gesture. 
She takes the last of her vases of perfume, which she kept for 
Me, and pours it on My feet and My head, without shedding any 
tears, with a happy countenance due to love and the certainty 
that she had been forgiven and saved. Mary can now touch My 
head and anoint Me. Repentance and love have cleansed her by 
means of the fire of seraphim and she is a seraph. 

7 Repeat that to yourself, Mary, My little “voice” and repeat 
it to souls. Go, tell the souls that dare not come to Me because 
they feel guilty. He who loves much is pardoned much. That is, 
He who loves Me. You, poor souls, do not know how much the 
Saviour loves you! Be not afraid of Me. Come. Confidently. Cou 
rageously. I open My Heart and My arms to you. 

Always remember: “I make no difference between he who 
loves Me with his spotless purity and he who loves Me in the sin 
cere contrition of a heart reborn to Grace”. I am the Saviour. Al 
ways remember that. 

Go in peace. I bless you. » 



22nd January 1944. 

JM 0 

“ 0 ‘ 0 8 I have been thinking all day of Jesus’ dictation of yesterday 
evening and of what I saw and understood, even if it was not 
said. 
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In the meantime*, by the way, I tell you that the conversation 
of the commensals, as far as I could understand, that is, the part 
addressed to Jesus, was about daily events: the Romans, the Law 
opposed by them, and then the mission of Jesus as Master of a 
new school. But under the seeming benevolence it was clear that 
they asked vicious and captious questions to embarrass Him. A 
difficult task because Jesus, in a few words, gave the right and 
conclusive answer to each subject. 

For instance, when they asked Him of which particular 
school or sect He had become the new master, He replied simply: 
«Of God’s school. It is He Whom I follow in His holy Law and 
to Whose interests I devote Myself, ensuring that it may be re 
newed for these little ones (and He lovingly looked at John and 
in John at all honest hearted people) in all its essence, as it was 
on the day that the Lord God promulgated it on Sinai. I take men 
back to the Light of God. » 

To the other question, as to what He thought of the abuse of 
power by Caesar, who had become the ruler of Palestine, He re 
plied: «Caesar is what he is because that is what God wants. Re 
member the prophet Isaiah. Through divine inspiration, does he 
not call** Asshur “the rod” of His anger? The rod that punish 
es the people of God, because it has become too detached from 
God and its outer appearance and spirit are hypocrisy? And does 
He not say that after using him as a punishment, He will de 
stroy him because he will have abused his task, by becoming too 
proud and cruel? 

Those are the two replies that impressed me most. 

9 Then this evening my Jesus says to me smiling: 

«I should call you as I called Daniel. You are the woman of 
wishes and you are dear to Me because you want your God so 
much. And I could continue saying to you what was said*** to Dan 
iel by My angel: “Be not afraid, because from the first day when 
you applied your heart to understand and grieve in the presence 
of God, your prayers have been heard and they are the reason 

* in the meantime, by the way,... with regards to the following comments (entire 
ly in 236. 8) MV indicates in between paragraphs on a hand written copy, always 
referring to father Migliorini: optional. I would remove it. The same comment 
at the end of chapter 227. 

** Call,,, say... in Isaiah 10, 5-26. 

*** was said, in Daniel 10, 12. 
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why I have come”. But here it is not the angel who is speaking. I 
am speaking to you: Jesus. 

Mary, I always come when “a heart is anxious to understand”. 
I am not a hard severe God. I am Living Mercy. And I come faster 
236 10 than thought to those who apply to Me. 10 And I went immediately 
to poor Mary of Magdala, so immersed in sin, with My spirit, as 
soon as I perceived that the desire to understand was rising in 
her. The desire to understand the light of God and her own state 
of darkness. And I became her Light. 

I was speaking to many that day, but in actual fact I was 
speaking only for her. I saw but her who had approached us 
driven by the vehemence of her soul, which rebelled against the 
flesh enslaving it. I saw but her with her poor face in turmoil, her 
forced smile, which endeavoured to hide so much weeping of her 
heart, under the appearance of false confidence and joy, which 
were a challenge to the world and herself. I saw but her, more en 
tangled in the bramble than the lost sheep of the parable and she 
was drowning in the disgust of her own life, a disgust brought to 
the surface like those deep waves that bring up the water of the 
bottom. 

I did not say great words, neither did I touch any specific sub 
ject concerning her, a well known sinner, as I did not wish to 
mortify her, compelling her to run away, to be ashamed or to 
come to Me. I left her in peace... I let My word and My look de 
scend into her, fermenting there to turn the impulse of a moment 
into her glorious holy future. I spoke by means of one of the most 
gentle parables: a beam of light and kindness flashing just for 
236. 11 her. 11 And that evening, while I was setting foot in the house of 
the proud rich Pharisee, where My word could not fermentate in 
to future glory because it was killed by Pharisaic pride, I already 
knew that she would come after weeping bitterly in her room of 
vice and that she had already decided on her future in the light 
of her tears. 

Both the flesh and the thoughts of the men were inflamed 
with lust when they saw her enter. Everybody looked at her lust 
fully, except the two “pure ones” present at the banquet: John 
and I. They all thought that she came because of one of her usu 
al caprices, a true diabolic possession, which drove her to ex 
temporaneous affairs. But Satan was already defeated. And 
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when they all noticed that she did not look at them, they envious 
ly thought that she had come for Me. Man always fouls also the 
purest things, when he is but flesh and blood. Only the pure have 
the right view because there is no sin in them upsetting their 
thoughts. 

12 But there is no reason to be frightened because man does 
not understand, Mary. God understands. And that is enough for 
Heaven. The glory that comes from men does not add an ounce to 
the glory that is the destiny of the blessed souls in Paradise. A1 
ways remember that. Poor Mary of Magdala was always wrong 
ly judged in her good deeds. But she was not wrongly judged in 
her bad deeds because they were lustful mouthfuls offered to the 
insatiable hunger of lewd men. She was criticised and wrongly 
judged at Capernaum, in the house of the Pharisee and she was 
Criticised and reproached at Bethany*, in her own home. 

But John, who says a great word, has the key** to the last bit 
of criticism: “Judas... because he was a thief. I say: “The Phari 
see and his friends because they were lewd”. See? Lust for sen 
suality, greed for money raise their voices to criticise good deeds. 
Good people do not criticise. Never. They understand. 

But, I would repeat it, the criticism of the world is of no im 
portance. What matters is the judgement of God. 

[... ]». 



237. The request for labourers for the masses 
and the parable of the hidden treasure in the field. 
Mary of Magdala goes to the Holy Mary. 



29 th July 1945. 

m 1 

hJesus is on the road that comes from lake Merom towards the “ ' 1 
lake of Galilee. He is with the Zealot and Bartholomew near a 
modest little brook, which nevertheless nourishes many plants, 
and the trio seem to be waiting for the others who are about to 
arrive from two different directions. 

It is a very warm day, and yet many people have followed the 
three groups that have been preaching in the country addressing 
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those who are in good health and taking the sick to the Master. 
Many people who have been miraculously cured form a happy 
group sitting among the trees, and their joy is such that they do 
not even feel tired notwithstanding the heat, the dust, the daz 
zling light, which are a great trial for everybody else. 

When the group led by Judas Thaddeus first arrives near Je 
sus, all those forming it or following it appear to be very tired. 
The last group to arrive is the one led by Peter and it comprises 
many people from Korazim and Bethsaida. 

«We have finished, Master. But there ought to be many 
groups... You can see Yourself. It is not possible to walk far, be 
cause of the heat. So what can we do? The more we have to do, the 
more the world seems to be widening out, scattering villages and 
increasing distances. I never realised that Galilee was so large. 
We are in a corner of Galilee, just a corner, and yet we cannot 
evangelize it, so wide it is and so large the number of those who 
need You and want You» sighs Peter. 

«It is not the world that is growing wider. It is the knowledge 
of our Master that is spreading* replies Thaddeus. 

«Yes, it is true. Look how many people. Many have been fol 
lowing us since this morning. During the warmest hours we took 
shelter in a copse. But even now, when it is almost evening, it is 
painful to walk. And these poor people are much farther from 
their homes than we are. If our work keeps growing like this, I 
do not know what we shall do... » says James of Zebedee. 

«The shepherds will be coming too, in Tishri» says Andrew 
to encourage them. 

«Yes! Shepherds, disciples, how lovely! They are only good at 
saying: “Jesus is the Saviour. He is over there”. Nothing else* re 
plies Peter. 

«At least people will know where to find Him. Instead now...! 
If we come here, they rush here, and while they are coming here, 
we go there, and they have to run after us. Which is not very 
pleasant when there are children and sick people. » 

2 Jesus speaks: «You are right, Peter. I feel sorry as well for 
these souls and this people. The fact that many of them may not 
find Me at a certain moment, may be the cause of irreparable 
misfortunes. Look how tired and bewildered are those who are 
not yet certain of My Truth and look how hungry are those who 
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have already tasted My word and can no longer go without it, 
and no other word can satisfy them. They look like sheep without 
a shepherd, wandering about without finding anyone who may 
lead them and pasture them. I will see to them, but you must help 
Me, with all your spiritual, moral and physical strength. You 
Will no longer have to go around in large groups, but in couples. 
And we will send also the best disciples two by two. Because the 
harvest is really rich. Oh! I will prepare you in summer for this 
great mission. By the month of Tammuz, Isaac will join us with 
his best disciples. And I will prepare you. But even so you will 
not be enough. Because the harvest is really rich but the labour 
ers are few. So pray the Lord of the harvest to send many labour 
ers to His harvest. » 

«Yes, my Lord. But that will not make much difference to the 
situation of those who seek You» says James of Alphaeus. 

«Why, brother? » 

«Because they are looking not only for doctrine and words of 
Life, but they want to be cured and to be assisted and helped in 
all their ailments and in the impairments that either Satan or 
life have brought to their inferior or Superior parts. And only 
You can do that, because Yours is the power. » 

«Those who are one with Me will be able to do what I do and 
the poor will be helped in all their miseries. But you do not have 
as yet what is required to do that. Endeavour to overcome your 
selves, to trample on your humanity and thus let your spirit tri 
umph. Absorb not only My word, but the spirit of it, that is, sane 
tify yourselves through it and then you will be able to do every 
thing. And now let us go and speak to them as they do not wish 
to go away unless I speak the word of God to them. Then we shall 
go back to Capernaum. There will be someone waiting for us 
there as well... » 

3 «Lord, is it true that Mary of Magdala asked You to forgive 237 3 
her, in the Pharisee’s house? » 

«It is true, Thomas. » 

«And did You forgive her? » asks Philip. 

«I did. » 

«You did the wrong thing. » exclaims Bartholomew. 

«Why? She was sincerely repentant and deserved to be for 
given. » 
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«But You should not have forgiven her in that house, public 
ly... » says the Iscariot reproachingly. 

«But I do not understand what I did wrong. » 

«This is the point: You know who the Pharisees are, how full 
their heads are of cavils, how they watch You, slander and hate 
You. One of them in Capernaum was Your friend and that was 
Simon. And You called a prostitute into his house to desecrate it 
and cause scandal to Your friend Simon. » 

«I did not call her. She came. She was not a prostitute. She re 
pented. That throws a different light on the matter. If they were 
not overcome with nausea beforehand, when they approached 
her and desired her, also in My presence, now that she is no long 
er just flesh, but a soul, they should not feel disgust seeing her 
enter the house to kneel at My feet and accuse herself weeping, 
humiliating herself in humble public confession represented by 
her tears. Simon the Pharisee had his house sanctified by a great 
miracle: the resurrection of a soul. Five days ago in the square in 
Capernaum he asked Me: “Is that the only miracle You worked? ” 
and he replied himself: “Certainly not” showing his desire to see 
one. And I gave it to him. I chose him to be the witness, the mid 
dleman of this engagement of a soul with Grace. He ought to be 
proud of it. » 

«Instead he is scandalised. Perhaps You have lost a friend. » 
«I found a soul. It is worth losing a man with his friendship, the 
poor friendship of a man, to give a soul the friendship of God. » 

«It is useless. We cannot get You to consider matters from a 
human point of view. We are on the earth, Master! Remember 
that. And the laws and the ideas of the world are in force. You 
act according to the method of Heaven; You live in the Heaven 
You have in Your heart; You see everything in the light of Heav 
en. Poor Master of Mine! How divinely unsuited You are to live 
among us wicked people! » exclaims Judas embracing Him. The 
apostle, who is amazed and desolate at the same time, concludes: 
«And I am sorry because, through too much perfection, You 
make enemies of too many people. » 

«Do not be sorry, Judas. It is written that it must be thus. But 
how do you know that Simon is offended? » 

«He did not say that he is offended But he made Thomas and 
me understand that it should not have happened. You should not 
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have invited her to his house, which only honest people enter» 
«Well! With regard to the honesty of the people going to Si 
mon’s house, let us drop the subject says Peter. 

And Matthew adds: <d could say that the perspiration of pros 
titutes poured several times on the floors, on the table and be 
yond them in the house of Simon the Pharisee. » 

«But not publicly» retorts Judas. 

«No. Hypocrisy concealed it. » 

«So you can see that there is a differences 

«There is also a difference between a prostitute who goes in 
to say: “I am giving up my disgraceful sinful life” and one who 
goes in to say: “Here I am to commit sin with you”. » 

«Matthew is rights they all say. 

«Of course, he is right. But they do not reason the way we do. 
We must come to a compromise with them, and adjust ourselves 
to their ways to have them friendly. 

«No, never, Judas. In truth, honesty, in moral behaviour there 
are neither adjustments nor compromises" thunders Jesus. And 
He concludes: «In any case I know that I acted rightly and for a 
good purpose. And that is enough. “Let us go and dismiss those 
tired people. » 

And He goes towards those who are spread under the trees, 
looking in His direction, anxiously waiting to hear Him. 

«Peace to you all who have walked for miles and in dog days 
to come and hear the Gospel. I solemnly tell you that you are be 
ginning to really understand what the Kingdom of God is, how 
precious its possession is and how blissful it is to belong to it. 
And labour is no longer burdensome for you, as it is for others 
because you are ruled by your soul, which says to the flesh: "Re 
joice because I am oppressing you. I am doing it for your own 
happiness. When you are joined to me again, after resurrec 
tion, you will love me for crushing you and you will see me as 
your second saviour”. Do your souls not say that? Of course they 
do! You now base your actions on the teaching of the parables I 
spoke to you some time ago. But I will now give you further light 
to make you love the Kingdom more and more which awaits you 
and the value of which cannot be measured. 

Listen: A man went by chance into a field to get some mould 
for his little kitchen garden and while he was digging with some 




difficulty the very hard soil, he came across a vein of precious 
metal. What did the man do then? He covered up with earth what 
he had discovered. He did not mind working a little more, be 
cause the discovery justified the work. He then went home, he 
gathered together all his wealth consisting of money and valu 
ables and he sold the latter to make more money. He then went 
to the owner of the field and said to him: “I like your field. How 
much do you want for it? ” “I am not selling it” replied the owner. 
But the man offered larger and larger sums of money dispropor 
tionate to the value of the field, and at last he succeeded in con 
vincing the owner who thought: “This man must be mad! And 
supposing he is, I am going to take advantage of the situation. I 
will accept the money he offers me. It is not a matter of money- 
grubbing, because he insists in offering me it. With that money I 
will be able to buy at least three more fields, and better ones as 
well”. And he sold the field and was sure he had done very good 
business. But it was the other man who had done a wonderful 
deal because he gave away what could be stolen by thieves, or 
lost or used up, and he gained a treasure, which being real and 
natural, was inexhaustible. It was worth while sacrificing what 
he had, to make that purchase, although for some time he pos 
sessed nothing but the field, because in actual fact he possessed, 
and forever, the treasure hidden in it. 

You have understood all that and you behave like the man 
of the parable. Give up transient riches in order to possess the 
Kingdom of Heaven. Sell them or give them to the fools in the 
world and let them laugh at you because the world thinks it is 
foolish to do that. Do that, always behave like that, and your Fa 
ther Who is in Heaven will rejoice giving you one day your seat 
in the Kingdom. 

Go back to your homes before the Sabbath comes, and on the 
day of the Lord meditate on the parable of the treasure, which is 
the heavenly Kingdom. Peace be with you. » 

5 The crowds slowly spread along the road and the country 
paths, while Jesus goes towards Capernaum as night is falling. 

He arrives there at night. They noiselessly cross the silent 
town in the moonlight, which is the only light in the dark une 
venly paved narrow streets. They silently enter the little kitchen 
garden near the house, as they think that everybody is in bed. 
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Instead a lamp is lit in the kitchen and three shadows, made mo 
bile by the flickering flame, are thrown on the white wall of the 
stone oven. 

«There is somebody waiting for You, Master. But it is not pos 
sible to go on like this! I will go and tell them that You are too 
tired. Go up on to the terrace in the meantime. » 

«No, Simon. I am going into the kitchen. If Thomas kept these 
people here, there must be a good reason for it. » 

In the meantime those inside the house have heard the whis 
pering and Thomas, the landlord, comes to the door. 

«Master, the usual lady is here. She has been waiting for you 
since yesterday evening, at sunset. She is with a servant" and 
he adds in a low voice: «She is very nervous. She weeps all the 
time... » 

«A11 right. Tell her to come upstairs. Where did she sleep? » 

«She did not want to sleep. Then she withdrew to my room for 
a few hours, at dawn. I let the servant sleep in one of your beds. » 
«Very well. He can sleep there also tonight. And you will 
sleep in Mine. » 

«No, Master. I shall sleep on some mats on the terrace. I shall 
sleep very well just the same. » 

6 Jesus goes up to the terrace. Martha follows Him. 

«Peace to you, Martha. » 

A sob is her reply. 

«Are you still weeping? Are you not happy? » 

Martha shakes her head. 

«But why? »... 

There is a long pause full of sobs. At last she moans: «Mary 
has not come back for many nights. And we cannot find her. Nei 
ther I nor Marcella nor the nurse can find her... She went out 
after ordering the wagon to be ready for her. She was magnifi 
cently dressed... Oh! she would not put on my dress again!... She 
was not half nude - she has some such dresses as well - but it 
was still a very provoking one... And she took jewels and per 
fumes... and has not come back. She dismissed the servant when 
they reached the first houses in Capernaum saying: “I will come 
back in the company of other people”. But she has not come back. 
She deceived us! Or she felt lonely, perhaps she was tempted... or 
something has happened to her... She has not come back... » And 
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Martha falls on her knees, weeping with her head reclined on 
her forearm, which is resting on a pile of empty sacks. 

Jesus looks at her, He says slowly and confidently like a domi 
nator: «Do not weep. Mary came to Me three evenings ago. She 
anointed My feet and left at My feet all her jewels. She thus con 
secrated herself and forever, and has become one of My disciples. 
Do not disparage her in your heart. She has excelled you. » 

«But where is my sister then? » exclaims Martha looking up 
with a troubled face. «Why has she not come back home? Has she 
been assailed? Has she taken a boat and drowned herself? Or has 
a rejected lover carried her off? Oh! Mary! My Mary! I had found 
her and I have lost her at once! » Martha is really beside herself. 
She does not consider that those downstairs can hear her. Nei 
ther does she consider that Jesus can tell where her sister is. She 
is in despair and does not ponder on anything. 

7 Jesus takes her by the wrists and compels her to be still and 
listen to Him, towering above her with His height and dominat 
ing her with His magnetic look. «That is enough! I want you to 
have faith in My words. I want you to be generous. Have you un 
derstood? » He does not let her go until Martha calms down a lit 
tie. «Your sister has gone to savour her joy, and she has wrapped 
herself in holy solitude because she is full of the supersensitive 
modesty of redeemed souls. I told you in advance. She cannot 
bear the kind but inquisitive look of relatives on her new dress of 
a bride of Grace. And what I say is always true. You must believe 
Me. » 

«Yes, my Lord, I do. But my Mary has been too long a prey to 
the demon, He has recaptured her at once, he... » 

«He is avenging himself on you for the prey he has lost forev 
er. Am I therefore to see that you, the strong woman, are becom 
ing his prey through a foolish dismay for no reason whatsoever? 
Am I to see that because of her, who now believes in Me, you are 
going to lose the beautiful faith that I always saw in you? Mar 
tha! Look at Me carefully. Listen to Me. Do not listen to Satan. 
Do you not know that when he is compelled to give up a prey, 
because God has defeated him, he busies himself at once to find 
other victims, because he is an untiring torturer of human be 
ings and an indefatigable thief of God’s rights? Do you not know 
that the recovery of a soul is consolidated by the torture of an- 
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Other good faithful soul that resists the demon’s attacks? Do you 
not know that nothing of what exists and happens in creation 
is uncontrolled, but everything follows an eternal law of sub 
ordination and consequence, whereby the deed of one person 
has very wide natural and supernatural repercussions? 8 You are 237 - 8 
weeping here, you are tormented here by a horrible doubt, but 
you remain faithful to your Christ also in this hour of darkness. 

Not far from you, but in a place unknown to you, Mary feels that 
her last doubt on the infinity of forgiveness received is being dis 
sipated and her weeping changes into smiles and her shadow in 
to light. It is your torture that guided her where there is peace, 
where souls are regenerated near the immaculate Mother, Who 
is such Life that She was granted the privilege of giving birth 
to the Christ, Who is the Life. Your sister is with My Mother. 

Oh! she is not the first to furl sail in that peaceful harbour after 
the gentle ray of the living Star of Mary called her to Her loving 
bosom, out of silent but active love for Her Son! Your sister is at 
Nazareth. » 

«But how did she go there if she does not know Your Mother, 
or Your house?.. By herself... At night... Thus... Without means... 
Wearing that dress... Such a long way... How? » 

«How? As a tired swallow flies back to its native nest, cross 
ing seas and mountains, through storms, fog and hostile winds. 

As swallows fly to hibernating places. Instinct guides them, 
warmth invites them, the sun calls them. She also went to the 
ray inviting her... to the universal Mother. And we will see her 
come back happily at dawn... coming out forever from darkness, 
with a Mother beside her, Mine, never to be an orphan again. 

Can you believe that? » 

«Yes, my Lord. » 

Martha looks as if she were charmed. Jesus in fact has been 
the dominator. Tall, upright, and yet lightly bent over Martha 
who was kneeling, He has spoken slowly, but incisively, as if He 
wished to transfuse Himself into the perturbed disciple. I have 
seldom seen Him so powerful, to persuade by means of His word 
a person listening to Him. But at the end, what light, what smile 
is on His face! Martha’s face mirrors it with a smile and a milder 
light. 

«And now go and rest. With My peace. » 
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Martha kisses His hands and goes downstairs in better spir 
its... 



238. The arrival in Capernaum of the Holy Mary 
with Mary of Magdala under a storm. 

30 th July 1945. 

1 1 think we are going to have a storm today, Master. Can You 
see those leaden clouds advancing from behind the Hermon? And 
look how the lake is ruffling! You can feel the gusts of the north 
wind alternating with wide warm Sirocco blasts. Whirlwinds: a 
sure sign of a storm. » 

«In how long, Simon? » 

«Before the first hour is over. See how the fishermen are hur 
rying back. They can hear the lake grumble and growl. It will 
soon be leaden as well, then it will become pitch-black and final 
ly it will burst forth in all its fury. » 

«But it looks so calm! » remarks Thomas as incredulously. 

«You are familiar with gold, and I with water. It will be as I 
say. It is not even a sudden storm. It is brewing with clear signs. 
The surface of the water is calm, only tiny ripples, as if it were 
nothing. But if you were out in a boat! You would hear thousands 
of knuckles striking the keel and shaking the boat in a strange 
way. The water is already bubbling underneath. Just wait for the 
sign from the sky and then you will see!... Let the north wind 
become knotted with Sirocco! And then!... Ehi! women! Take in 
what you have been hanging out and shelter your domestic ani 
mals. In a short while it will be raining in buckets. » 

In fact the sky is becoming greener and greener, with slate- 
veins caused by the continuous flowing of clouds that seem to 
be erupted by great Hermon. They drive dawn back to where it 
came from, as if the hours were falling back towards night in 
stead of proceeding towards midday. Only sunbeam persists in 
shining through the barrier of dark clouds tinging the top of a 
hill southwest of Capernaum with an unreal yellow-green hue. 
The lake has changed from sky-blue tp purple-blue and the foam 
of the first small broken waves looks white against the dark wa 
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ter. There are no boats on the lake now. Fishermen hasten to 
beach their boats, to put away nets, baskets, sails and oars, while 
peasants make haste to get their harvest in, they ensure that 
awnings are properly fastened to poles and they close the cat 
tie in their stables; women rush to the well before the rain starts, 
or they gather together the children, who got up early, and push 
them into the houses, like brooding hens aware of an oncoming 
hail -storm. 

150 1 

2 «Simon, come with Me. Call also Martha’s servant and My 
brother James. Get a large piece of canvas. A strong large piece. 
There are two women on the road and we must go and meet 
them. » 

Peter looks at Him curiously, but he obeys without wast 
ing any time. On the way, while they are running southwards 
through the village, Simon asks: «But who are they? » 

«My Mother and Mary of Magdala. » 

The shock is such that Peter stops for a moment as if he were 
nailed to the ground and he exclaims: «Your Mother and Mary of 
Magdala?!!! Together?!!! » He then carries on running, as neither 
Jesus nor James nor the servant have stopped. But he repeats: 
«Your Mother and Mary of Magdala! Together!... Since when? » 

«Since she is Mary of Jesus. Be quick, Simon, it is beginning 
to rain... » 

Peter strives to keep up with his companions, who are taller 
and faster then he is. Clouds of dust now rise from the parched 
road, blown by a wind, which is becoming stronger and strong 
er every moment, ruffling the lake and raising breakers, which 
pound roaring on the shore. When it is possible to see the lake it 
looks like a huge cauldron boiling furiously. Waves three or four 
feet high rise in all directions, clashing, merging, swelling, then 
parting in opposite directions, seeking other waves to plunge in 
to: a foaming duel of wave crests, of swelling masses of water, of 
roaring billows reaching the shore and lashing the houses clos 
est to it. When houses conceal the view of the lake, the latter dis 
closes its presence with a roar exceeding the howl of the wind that 
bends trees tearing off foliage and fruit: a deafening roar ex 
ceeding the rumble of prolonged threatening thunder, preceded 
by flashes of lightning, which are becoming more and more fre 
quent and powerful. 
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«I wonder how frightened those women must be» mumbles 
Peter panting. 

«Not My Mother. I do not know about the other. But if we do 
not hurry they will certainly get drenched. » 

238,3 sThey have left Capernaum about one hundred yards behind, 
proceeding through clouds of dust and very heavy rain, a real 
downpour, which furrows obliquely the gloomy air so violently 
that the rain is pulverised and thus blinds them and takes away 
their breath, when they see two women running and seeking 
shelter under a large tree. 

«There they are. Let us run! » 

Although Peter’s love for Mary lends wings to his feet, short 
legged as he is and not a very good runner, he arrives when Je 
sus and James have already covered the two women with a large 
piece of a sail. 

«We cannot stop here. There is the danger of thunderbolts 
and in a short while the road will be a torrent. Let us go, Master. 
At least as far as the nearest house» says Peter out of breath. 

They set out with the women in the middle of them, holding 
^ the canvas over their heads and backs. 4 The first word that Je 
sus addresses to Mary, who is still wearing the dress she had on 
the evening of the banquet in Simon’s house, with a mantle of the 
Blessed Virgin on her shoulders, is: «Are you afraid Mary? » 

Mary Magdalene, whose head is lowered under her veil and 
whose hair has become thoroughly dishevelled running in the 
rain, lowers her head even further, blushes and whispers: «No, 
my Lord. » 

Also Our Lady has lost some hairpins and She looks like a lit 
tie girl with her plaits hanging down her back. She smiles at Her 
Son Who is beside Her and speaks to him through that smile. 

«You are soaking, Mary» says James of Alphaeus touching 
Our Lady’s veil and mantle. 

«It does not matter. We are not getting wet now. Is that right, 
Mary? He has rescued us also from the rain» says Mary kindly 
to the Magdalene, of whose painful embarrassment She is fully 
aware. Mary nods assent. 

«Your sister will be happy to see you. She is at Capernaum. 
She was looking for you» says Jesus. 

Mary looks up for a moment and stares at Jesus with her beau- 
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tiful eyes, while Jesus speaks to her with the simplicity He uses 
With the other women disciples. But she does not say anything. 

She is stifled by too many emotions. 

Jesus concludes: «I am glad I kept her. I will let you go after I 
have blessed you. » 

5 His last words are lost in the sharp crash of a nearby thunder bo^' 
. The Magdalene is fear struck for a moment. She covers 
her face with her hands, bends her hand, bends her head burst 
ing into tears. 

«Don’t be afraid! » says Peter encouraging her. «It is over now. 

You must never be afraid when you are with Jesus. » 

Also James, who is beside the Magdalene, says to her: «Do not 
Weep. The houses are not far now. » 

<J am not crying for fear... I am weeping because He said to 
me that He will bless me... I... 1... » but she can say no more. 

The Blessed Virgin intervenes in order to calm her saying: 
«Mary, you have already overcome your storm. Think no more 
About it. Now everything is serene and peaceful. Is that right, My 
Son? » 

«Yes, Mother. It is all very true. Before long the sun will be 
shining, and everything will look more beautiful, cleaner and 
fresher than yesterday. It will be the same with you, Mary. » 

And His Blessed Mother, pressing the Magdalene’s hand con 
tinues: «I shall repeat your words to Martha. I am glad that I can 
see her at once and tell her how her Mary is full of goodwills 

Peter, paddling in the watery mud and bearing patiently with 
the deluge, comes out from under the canvas and runs towards a 
house to ask for shelter. 

«No, Simon» says Jesus. «We all prefer to go home. Is that 
right? » Everybody agrees and Peter goes back under the piece of 
sail. 

6 Capernaum is like a desert. Wind, rain, thunder and light 
ning prevail there, together with hailstones, which are now 
striking houses and terraces sounding and bouncing. The lake 
is dreadfully impressive. The waves lash the houses near it, be 
cause the little beach has disappeared and the boats fastened 
near the houses seem to have sunk so full they are of water, 
which breakers keep pouring into them, while the water already 
in them overflows. 
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They run into the kitchen garden, which has become a huge 
puddle with rubbish floating on the muddy water, and then enter 
the kitchen where they are all gathered. 

Martha gives a scream when she sees her sister held by the 
hand by Mary. She clasps her neck, but does not realise how wet 
she is, she kisses her and calls her: «Miri, Miri, my darling! » 
Perhaps that is the nickname by which they called the Magda 
lene when she was a little girl. 

Mary is weeping, with her head resting on her sister’s shoul 
der, and covers Martha’s dark dress with her thick golden hair, 
the only shining thing in the dark kitchen where a little fire of 
brushwood gives some light, while a little lamp hardly sheds 
any. 

The apostles are dumbfounded and so are the landlord and his 
wife, who look into the kitchen upon hearing Martha’s scream, 
and after a moment of understandable curiosity they withdraw 
discreetly. 

’When her effusions of loves have somewhat calmed down, 
Martha notices Jesus and Mary and realises that it is strange 
that they should be all together. She thus asks her sister, Our La 
dy and Jesus -1 could not say whom she asks more insistently 
«But... how is it that you are all together? » 

«The storm, Martha, was approaching. I went with Simon, 
James and your servant to meet the two pilgrims. » 

Martha is so shocked that she does not consider the fact that Je 
sus was so certain in going to meet them and does not ask: «But... 
did You know? ». The question, however, is asked by Thomas, who 
gets no reply because Martha says to her sister: «But why were 
you with Mary? » 

The Magdalene lowers her head. 

Our Lady comes to her rescue taking her by the hand and say 
ing: «She came to Me as a pilgrim goes to a place where she can 
be told which road to take to reach her destination. And she said 
to Me: “Teach me what I must do to belong to Jesus”. And since 
she is animated by thorough goodwill, she understood that wis 
dom at once! And I found that she was ready to be taken by the 
hand and led to You, My Son, and to you, good Martha, and to 
you, brother-disciple, and say to you: “Here is Your disciple and 
your sister, who will give but supernatural joys to her Lord and 
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238.8 



to her brothers”. I ask you to believe Me and to love her as Jesus 
and I love her. » 

8 The apostles then gather around her greeting their new sis 
ter. There is, of course, a certain amount of curiosity... But how 
could that be avoided?! After all... they are still men... 

It is Peter’s common sense that says: «That’s all very well. You 
have assured her assistance and holy friendship. But we ought to 
consider that our Mother and sister are drenched to the skin... 
We are soaking, as well, to tell you the truth... But they are in a 
worse situation. Their hair is dripping water like willow trees 
after a storm and their clothes are wet and muddy. Let us light 
a fire, and get dresses for them and prepare some warm food... » 

Everybody becomes busy: Martha takes the two drenched 
travellers into the room, the fire is kindled and the wet garments, 
veils and mantles are hung in front of it. I do not know what ar 
rangements they are making in the room... I see that Martha, 
who has found once again her energy of a very good housekeep 
er, comes and goes solicitously, carrying basins and hot water, 
cups of hot milk, garments lent by the landlady, to assist the two 
Maries... 



239. The parable of the fish and the parable of the pearl. 

The treasure of ancient and new teachings. 

31 st July 1945. 

'They are all gathered in the large room upstairs. The vio 
lent storm has turned into unceasing rain, which at times be 
comes a drizzle and almost stops and then suddenly changes to 
a downpour. The lake is certainly not blue today, it is yellowish 
with streaks of foam when the wind blows or it rains heavily. 
The hills are all very wet, and tree branches are still bent, thor 
oughly soaked. A few branches, broken by the wind, are hanging 
loose and many leaves torn off by hail stones are carried away by 
little streams everywhere: yellowish water which pours leaves, 
stones, and earth from the hillsides into the lake. The light is 
dim, greenish. 

In the room there are the Blessed Virgin Mary, Martha and 
the Magdalene, sitting near a window overlooking the hills, and 
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there are also two women, whom I do not know. But I am under 
the impression that Jesus, Mary and the apostles already know 
them, as they are apparently at ease. They certainly are more re 
laxed than the Magdalene is: she is sitting still, with her head 
lowered, between the Virgin Mary and Martha. They are now 
wearing their clothes, which have been dried by the fireplace 
and have been brushed to remove mud stains. No I am wrong. 
The Blessed Virgin has put on Her dark blue woollen dress. But 
the Magdalene has borrowed a dress, which tall and buxom as 
she is, is too short and tight for her and she endeavours to make 
up for the deficiency by wrapping herself in her sister’s mantle. 
She has gathered her hair into two thick plaits, which she has 
somehow managed to tie in a knot on the nape of her neck, be 
cause it takes more than a few hairpins picked up there and then, 
to support the weight of her hair. In fact I have always noticed 
that the Magdalene, in addition to hairpins, uses a thin straw- 
coloured ribbon, which looks like a fine diadema and blends 
with her golden hair. 

Jesus, the apostles and the landlord are on the other side of 
the room, some are sitting on stools, some on the window-sills. 
Martha’s servant is not there. Peter and the other fishermen are 
watching the weather and making forecasts for the following 
day. Jesus listens or replies to this one and that one. 

«If I had known about this, I would have told my mother to 
come. It is only fair that the woman should feel at home with her 
companions" says James of Zebedee casting sidelong glances at 
the women. 

239. 2 «Eh! If we had known.... 2 But why didn’t mother come with 
Mary? » Thaddeus asks his brother James. 

«I don’t know. I would like to know myself. » 

«Is she perhaps not feeling well? » 

«Mary would have told us. » 

«I will ask Her» and Thaddeus goes towards the women. 

I can hear Mary’s clear voice reply: «She is well. But I did not 
want her to overwork herself in this heat. We ran away like two 
little girls, did we not, Mary? Mary came late in the evening, when 
it was dark and we left at dawn. I only said to Alphaeus: «Here is 
the key. I shall be back soon. Tell Mary”. And I came away. » 

239. 3 3 <<We shall go back together, Mother. As soon as the weather 
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is settled and Mary has a dress, we shall all go together through 
Galilee and we shall accompany our sisters to the safest road. 
So Porphirea, Susanna, and daughters Philip and Bartholomew, 
will meet them. » His expression: «Will meet them», instead of 
saying: «will meet Mary» is really exquisite. And it is also a 
strong one. It demolishes every prejudice and mental reservation 
of the apostles concerning the Magdalene. His words impose her, 
overcoming their reluctance, her shame, everything. 

Martha’s face shines with joy, Mary Magdalene blushes and 
her countenance is imploring, grateful, upset; what can I say?... 

The Most Holy Mother smiles kindly. 

«Where shall we go first, Master? » 

«To Bethsaida. Afterwards we shall go to Nazareth via 
Magdala, Tiberias and Cana. From Nazareth we shall proceed 
to Bethlehem in Galilee via Japhia and Shimron and then to 
Sicaminon and Caesarea... » Jesus is interrupted by an outburst 
of weeping of the Magdalene A He raises His head, looks at her 
and then continues as nothing had happened: «At Caesarea you 
will find your wagon. That is the instruction I gave the servant 
and you will go to Bethany. We shall meet later, at the Feast of 
the Tabernacles. » 

Mary Magdalene collects herself at once, she does not reply to 
her sister’s questions, but she goes out of the room and probably 
withdraws to the kitchen for a little while. 

«Jesus, Mary suffers on hearing that she has to come to cer 
tain towns. We must understand her... I am saying this more for 
the disciples than for You» remarks Martha humbly and wor 
ried. 

«That is true, Martha. But it must be so. If she does not face 
the world at once and does not overcome public opinion, which is 
a dreadful torturer, her heroic conversion will be paralysed. She 
must do that at once and in our company. » 

4 «While she is with us no one will say anything to her. I can 
assure you, Martha, also on behalf of all my companions" prom 
ises Peter. 

«Of course! We shall treat her as a sister. That is what Mary 
said she is and that is what she will be for us» confirms Thad 
deus. 

«After all!... We are all sinners and the world did not spare us 
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either. So we can understand her struggle* says the Zealot. 

«I understand her more than anyone else. It is very meritori 
ous to live where we sinned. People know who we are!... It is a 
torture. But it is justice and glory to resist there. Precisely be 
cause the power of God is clear in us, we spur others to turn, 
without even uttering words* says Matthew. 

«You can see, Martha, that your sister is understood and loved 
by everybody. And she will be loved and understood more and 
more. She will be a reference point for so many guilty and fear 
ful souls. She is a great strength also for good people. Because 
after shaking off the last fetters of her humanity Mary will be a 
fire burning with love. She has only given a different course to 
the exuberance of her feelings. She has raised her powerful fac 
ulty to love to a supernatural level. And she will work wonders 
there. I can assure you. She is still upset now. But you will see 
her become calmer and stronger in her new life as days go by. In 
Simon’s house I said: “She is pardoned much because she loves 
much”. I now solemnly tell you that she will be forgiven every 
thing, because she will love her God with all her strength, her 
soul, her thought, her blood her flesh to the extent of holocaust. » 
«She is lucky to deserve such words! I wish I deserved them, 
too* sighs Andrew. 

’ «You? But you deserve them already! 5 Come here, my fisher 
man. I want to tell you a parable that seems to have been thought 
up just for you. » 

«Just a moment, Master. I am going to call Mary. She is so 
anxious to become acquainted with Your doctrine... » 

While Martha goes out the others arrange their seats so as to 
form a semi circle around Jesus. The two sisters come back and 
sit once again near the Blessed Virgin. 

Jesus begins to speak: «Some fishermen took to the open sea 
and cast their net and after due time they hauled it on board. 
They were doing their work with considerable difficulty accord 
ing to the instructions of a master, who had entrusted them with 
the task of supplying his town with choice fish, and had said to 
them: “Do not bother to bring ashore unwholesome or inferior 
quality fish. Throw them back into the sea. Other fishermen will 
catch them and as they work for another master, they will take 
them to his town because they consume there what is harmful 
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and thus makes the town of my enemy more and more horrible. 
Nothing unhealthy is to enter my beautiful, bright, holy town”. 

Thus, after hauling the net on board the fishermen began 
their selection work. It was a good catch and the fish differed 
in appearance, size and colour. Some looked beautiful but their 
flesh was full of bones and tasted unpleasant; their bellies were 
full of mud, worms and rotten seaweed, which highlighted the 
bad taste of the fish. Others instead were ugly looking, like the 
sinister faces of criminals or resembled nightmare monsters, 
but the fishermen knew that their flesh was exquisite. Others 
were so insignificant that no one paid any attention to them. The 
fisherman continued their work until the baskets were all full 
of choice fish and only cheap fish were left in the net. “That is 
enough. The baskets are full. Let us throw the rest into the sea”, 
said many of the fishermen. 

But one of them, who had spoken very little, whilst the others 
had either exalted or derided every fish they happened to han 
die, went on searching in the net and among the cheap fish he 
found two or three that he placed on top of the baskets. “What 
are you doing? ” the others asked him. “The baskets are full of 
beautiful fish. You are now spoiling them by placing that poor 
fish on top of them. You seem to consider them as the most beau 
tiful of the lot”. “Leave me alone. I know this kind of fish and I 
know how delicious it is”. 

That is the parable, which ends with the blessing of the mas 
ter for the patient, skillful, silent fisherman who was able to se 
lect the best fish in the great mass of them. 6 Listen now to its ap- 239 6 
plication. 

The master of the beautiful, bright holy town is the Lord. The 
city is the Kingdom of Heaven. The fishermen: My disciples. The 
fish of the sea: mankind, where all kinds of people are present. 

The good fish: the saints. 

The master of the dreadful town is Satan. The horrible town: 

Hell. His fishermen: the world, flesh, wicked passions embodied 
in Satan’s servants, both spiritual, that is demons, and human, 
that is men, who corrupt their fellow men. The bad fish: man 
kind unworthy of the Kingdom of Heaven: damned souls. 

Among the fishermen of souls for the City of God there will 
always be those who emulate the skill of the patient fisherman, 
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who perseveres in his search just in those layers of mankind 
where his less patient companions pick only what appears to be 
good at first sight. And unfortunately there will be also some 
fishermen, who, being too absent-minded and talkative - atten 
tion and silence are required for the selection work in order to 
hear the voices of souls and supernatural indications - will not 
see the good fish and will lose them. And there will be some who 
through excessive intolerance will reject souls because their ex 
terior aspect is not perfect, whilst they are excellent with re 
gards to the rest. 

What does it matter, if one of the fish you catch for Me shows 
signs of past struggles and mutilations due to many causes, if 
they do not injure his spirit? What does it matter to you, if one of 
them was wounded in freeing himself from the Enemy and pre 
sents himself with such wounds, if his interior clearly shows his 
will to belong to God? Tried souls are reliable souls. More reli 
able than those souls that are like children protected by swad 
dling clothes, cradles and mothers, and sleep peacefully after 
being fed, or smile happily, but who later on in life, when they 
come of age and can reason and have to face the vicissitudes of 
life, may be the cause of unpleasant surprises because of their 
moral deviations. 

7 I wish to remind you of the parable of the prodigal son. And 
you will hear many more because I will always endeavour to 
teach you correct judgement in examining consciences and in 
selecting the best method to guide consciences, which are indi 
vidual and therefore each has its own special way of feeling and 
reacting to temptations and to your teaching. Do not think that 
it is easy to select souls. Far from it! It takes a spiritual eye shin 
ing with divine light and it takes an intellect infused with divine 
Wisdom, and possession of virtues in heroic degree, first of all 
charity. It is necessary to be able to concentrate on meditation 
because each soul is an obscure text to be read and meditated. 
And continuous union with God is required, forgetting all self 
ish interests. One must live for souls and for God, and be able to 
overcome prejudices, resentments, aversion. It is necessary to be 
as kind as a father and as hard as a warrior. Kind to give advice 
and to encourage. Hard to be able to say: “That is not allowed 
and you shall not do it”. Or: “It is right to do that and you shall 
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do it”. Because you must consider this carefully - many souls 
will be thrown into the ponds of hell. But not only the souls of 
sinners. There will be also the souls of evangelical fishermen: of 
those who will have failed in their ministry, contributing thus to 
the loss of many souls. 

The day will come, the last day of the earth, the first of the 
completed and eternal Jerusalem, when the angels, like the fish 
ermen of the parable, will separate the just from the wicked and 
at the inexorable command of the Judge, the goodwill pass into 
Heaven and the wicked into the eternal fire. And then the truth 
will be made known concerning the fishermen and the fish, hy 
pocrisy will collapse and the people of God will appear as they 
are, with their leaders and those saved by the leaders. We shall 
then see that many, who were outwardly insignificant and ill- 
treated, are the brightest ones in Heaven, and that the quiet pa 
tient fishermen are the ones who have done most and now shine 
with as many gems as the souls they saved. 

I have told you the parable and explained it. » 

8 «And my brother?!... Oh! but... » Peter looks at him... and 239 . 8 
then at the Magdalene... 

«No, Simon. I have no merit there. It was all the Master’s 
work» says Andrew frankly. 

«So, are the other fishermen, Satan’s I mean, going to get the 
remnants? » asks Philip. 

«They endeavour to take the best, the souls capable of the 
greatest prodigy of Grace, and they make use of the same men 
to do so, beside their own temptations. There are so many in the 
world who for a plate of lentils sell their birthright! » 

«Master, the other day You said that there are many who al 
low themselves to be seduced by the allurements of the world. 

Are they those who fish for Satan? » asks James of Alphaeus. 

«Yes, My brother. In that parable man allowed himself to be 
seduced by a lot of money, which could give him much pleasure, 
losing thus every right to the Treasury of the Kingdom. But I sol 
emnly tell you that out of one hundred men only one third can 
resist the temptation of gold or other enticements, and of that one 
third only half can do it heroically. The world is dying suffocated 
because it voluntarily overburdens itself with the ties of sin. It is 
better to be devoid of everything rather than possess mean and 
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illusive riches. Endeavour to imitate wise jewellers, who, when 
they are informed that a very rare pearl has been found, do not 
bother to keep so many small jewels in their safes, but they get 
rid of everything to buy the wonderful pearl. » 

«Why then do You say that there is a difference in the mis 
sions with which You entrust those who follow You, and You say 
that we have to consider those missions as a gift of God? Should 
we not forgo them as well, because they are but crumbs com 
pared to the Kingdom of Heaven» says Bartholomew. 

«Not crumbs: they are means. They would be crumbs, or bet 
ter still, they would be dirty straw, if they became man’s aim in 
life. Those who busy themselves to obtain a position with a hu 
man profit, turn that position, even if it is a holy one, into dirty 
straw. You must instead accept it obediently, as a joyful duty and 
a complete holocaust, and you will turn it into a very rare pearl. 
A mission is a holocaust if fulfilled unreservedly, it is martyr 
dom and a glory. It drips tears, perspiration, blood, but forms a 
crown of eternal royalty. 

9 «You can really answer all questions! » 

«Have you understood? Do you understand what I say by 
means of comparisons taken from everyday life, but enlightened 
by a supernatural light that explains their eternal meaning? » 

«Remember then the method to teach crowds. Because that is 
one of the secrets of scribes and rabbis: to remember. I solemnly 
tell you that each of you, imbued with the wisdom that ensures 
the possession of Kingdom of Heaven, is like the father of a fam 
ily who takes from his treasury what is necessary for his family, 
making use of old and new things, for one only purpose, which 
is the welfare of his children. It is no longer raining. Let us leave 
the woman in peace and go to old Tobit who is about to open his 
spiritual eyes on the dawn of next life. Peace to you, women. » 



240. In Bethsaida in the home of Porphirea and Marjiam 
who teaches the prayer of Jesus to Magdalene. 

1 st August 1945. 

!The sky is once again clear over the Sea of Galilee. Now that 
the rain has washed away the dust, everything seems more beau 
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tiful than before the storm. The air is perfectly clear and look 
ing at the sky it seems as though it is higher up and lighter... a 
transparent veil stretched between the earth and the splendour 
of Paradise. The lake reflects the deep blue of the sky and its tur 
quoise water is a quiet charming sight. 

It is dawning. Jesus with His Mother, Martha and Mary Mag 
dalene embarks in Peter’s boat. In addition to Peter and Andrew, 
also the Zealot, Philip and Bartholomew are with Him. Mat 
thew, Thomas Jesus’ cousins, and the Iscariot are instead in the 
other boat with James and John. They are sailing towards Beth 
saida, a short voyage favoured by a fair wind. The crossing lasts 
only a few minutes. 

When they are about to arrive Jesus says to Bartholomew and 
to his inseparable companion Philip: «You will go and inform 
your womenfolk. I am coming to your houses today. » And He 
stares at them meaningfully. 

«We will, Master. Are You not granting me or Philip the pleas 
ure of having You as our guest? » 

«We are staying only until sunset and I do not wish to deprive 
Simon Peter of the joy of Marjiam’s company. » 

The boat rubs against the shore and stops. They disembark 
and Philip and Bartholomew part from their companions to go 
to the village. 

«Where are those two going? » Peter asks the Master Who was 
the first to disembark and is now beside him. 

«To inform their women. » 

«Then, I will go and tell Porphirea, too. » 

«It is not necessary. Porphirea is so kind that it is not neces 
sary to prepare her in any way. Her heart can give but kindness. » 

Peter’s face shines with joy on hearing the praise of his wife 
and does not say anything else. 

In the meantime also the women have disembarked, on a plank 
placed for them as a wharf, and they go towards Simon’s house. 

2 Marjiam, who is taking his sheep out to browse on the fresh 
grass on the lower hillsides of Bethsaida, is the first to see them 
and he announces them with a cry of joy running to embrace Je 
sus, Who has bent to kiss him. He then goes to Peter. Also Por 
phirea, whose hands are covered with flour, arrives and bows, 
greeting them. 
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«Peace to you, Porphirea. You were not expecting us so soon, 
were you? But I was anxious to bring My Mother to you, togeth 
er with two women disciples, as well as My blessing. My Mother 
was anxious to see the boy again. There he is in Her arms. And 
the women disciples wanted to meet you... this is Simon’s wife: 
the good and silent disciple, more active in her obedience than 
many others. And these are Martha and Mary from Bethany. 
Two sisters. Love one another. » 

«Those You bring to me are dearer to me than my own blood, 
Master. Come. My house is more beautiful every time You set 
foot in it. » 

Mary approaches Porphirea smiling and embraces her say 
ing: «I see that you are really a loving mother. The boy is already 
much better and is happy. Thank you. » 

«Oh! Woman blessed above every other woman! I know that 
it was because of You that I had the joy of being called mother. 
And You must know that I will never grieve You by not living up 
to that privilege. Come in, with the sisters... » 

3 Marjiam looks at the Magdalene curiously. Many thoughts 
must be crossing his mind. At last he says: «But... you were not 
at Bethany... » 

«No, I was not. But I shall always be there from now on» says 
the Magdalene blushing and smiling faintly. She caresses the 
boy saying: «Even if we have just met, do you love me? » 

«Yes, because you are good. You have wept, have you not? 
That is why you are good. And your name is Mary, isn’t it? A1 
so my mother’s name was Mary and she was good. Every worn 
an, whose name is Mary, is good. But» he concludes, not to of 
fend Porphirea and Martha, «but also many of those with other 
names are good. What was your mother’s name. » 

«Eucheria... and she was so good» and two large tears stream 
down the face of Mary of Magdala. 

«Are you weeping because she is dead? » asks the boy, and he 
caresses her beautiful hands, which she has crossed on her dark 
dress, which is obviously one of Martha’s adapted for her, be 
cause its hem has been let down. And he adds: «You must not 
weep. You know, we are not alone. Our mothers are always near 
us. Jesus says so. And they are like guardian angels. Jesus says 
that also. And if we are good, they will come and meet us when 
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